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IL you ask me how I remember the island, what it 
was like to be stranded there by misadventure for 
Er three months, I would answer that it was a 
| time and landscape of the mind if I did not have the 
_ visible signs to summon its materiality: my journal, the 
cat, the newspaper cuttings, the curiosity of my 
friends and my sisters—how they always look at me, 
I think, as one returned from the dead. 
You have read about the incident in the papers, and 
th ere were some aerial pictures of the island which, 
‘when I saw them later, were difficult to recognize as 
the scene of all I am going to tell you. Most of all, it 
is the journal that gives me my bearings. It fetches 
“before me the play of thought and action hidden 
-amongst the recorded facts. Through my journal I 
n early came by my death. 
Three of us were projected from the blazing plane 
hen it crashed on Robinson’s island. We were the 
# survivors of twenty-nine souls including the crew, 
and, as you know, we were presumed lost until we 
were found two months and twenty-nine days later. I 
had concussion and a dislocated left shoulder. Jimmie 
aterford got off with a few cuts and bruises. Tom 
Wells had fractured ribs. I made a quick recovery, and 
ad not been ten days on the island when I started 
: my journal in a damp paper exercise book which Rob- 
- inson gave me for the purpose. I see that I began by 
writing my name, the place, and the date, as follows: 
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January Marlow, Fes F4 
Robinson K 
May 20, 1954 À 


My name is January because I was born in January: 
I would like to state that I am never called Jan 2 


been picked up. F 
Robinson thought at the time that keeping a journal, 
would be an occupation for my mind, and I fancied, 
that I might later dress it up for a novel. That was 
most peculiar, as things transpired, for I did not them, 
anticipate how the journal would turn upon me, so 
that, having survived the plane disaster, I should near 
ly meet my death throughit. Si 
Sometimes I am a little vague about the details of 
the day before yesterday until some word or thing, ak 
most a sacramental, touches my memory, and then 
past comes walking over me as we say an angel is 
walking over our grave, and I stand in the past as in 
the beam of a searchlight. 4 
When I looked through my island journal again 
quite recently, I came across the words, “Robinson 
played Rossini to us on his gramophone” I rema n- 
bered then, not only Robinson's addiction to Rossini 
but all that was in my mind on that evening. That 
was the twenty-fifth of June, not long before Robinsor 
disappeared. I recall that night-it was my seventl 
week on the ïisland-I left Robinsons hous 
and climbed down the mountain track among the blu 
gum trees to the coast. It was a warm night, free from 
mist, full of moon. I had a desire to throw wide my 
arms and worship the moon. “But” I thought to my- 
self, “I am a Christian” Still I had this sweet and 
dreadful urge towards the moon, and I went back in- 
doors slightly disturbed, Fe 
Lying awake that night on my mattress ] remem- 
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ered that my grandmother from Hertfordshire used to 

recite a little rhyme to the new moon, no matter 

where, or in what busy street she might be. I saw her 

Ê my mind's eye, as Î see her now, setting herself 
art on the road, intent on the pale crescent against 

“the deepening northern sky: 

New Moon, New Moon, be good to me, 

And bring me presents, one, two, three. 
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fhen she would bow three times. “One,” she repeated. 
Two. Three” As a child it embarrassed me if I 
anced to be out with her at new moon. I dreaded 
T2 moment that one of my school chums might come 
E ong and find me associated with this eccentric be- 
havior. I ramble on, for I am still a little intoxicated 
with the memory of my sudden wanting to worship 
the moon among the tall blue gums and sleeping 
bougainvillaea, with the sea at my ears. I was the only 
woman on the island, and it is said the pagan mind 
runs strong in women at any time, let alone on an 
sland, and such an island. It is not only the moon, 
the incident, that I am thinking of. I consider now how 
my preceptions during that whole period were touched 
with a preancestral quality, how there was an enchant- 
nt, a primitive blood-force which probably moved 
all. 

_ Sometimes people say to me, “If only you hadn't 
undertaken that journey . . ” “What a pity you didn't 
catch an earlier plane . . ” or “To think that you nearly 
went by seal” 

_ J am inclined to reject the idea behind these re- 
marks in the same way as I reject the idea that it is 
best to have never been born. 


The plane crashed on the tenth of May, 1954. It had 
Ébecn bound for the Azores but missed the airport of 
| Santa Maria in the fog. I woke by the side of a green 
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and blue mountain lake, and immediately thought, 
“The banana boat must have been wrecked.” I then 
went back into my coma. à 
It is true I had nearly taken a banana boat bound » 
for the West Indies which called in at the Azores, but. 
had been gradually dissuaded by my friends, after we 
had taken several looks at the Lascars, Danes, and | 
Irish lolling around the East India Docks. And so, al- 
though I had finally taken the expensive Lisbon route | 
by plane, still in my dreams it was the banana boat. Ÿ 
When I came round the second time it was in Rob- 
inson’s house. I was lying on a mattress on the flooe À 
and as I moved I felt my shoulder hurting very pain- « 
fully. I could see, facing me through the misty sun-- 
light of a partly open door, a corner of the blue and 
green lake. We seemed to be quite high on the side 
of a mountain. 
I could hear someone moving in an inner room to 
my left. In a few moments I heard the voices of two 
men. 4 
‘T say!” I called out. The voices stopped. Then one" 
murmured something. 
Presently a door opened at my left. I tried to twist’ 
round, but this was painful, and I waited while a man 
entered the room and came to face me. v 


“Where am IP” e 
“Robinson,” he said. 
“Where?” 

“Robinson.” % 


He was short and square, with a brown face and 
greyish curly hair. 

“Robinson” he repeated. “In the North Atlantic 
Ocean. How do you feel?” A 

“Who are you?” 


“Robinson,” he said. “How do you feel?” 
“Who?” 


“Robinson.” 
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= T think I must be suffering from concussion I 
| said. 
“à He said, “Tm glad you think so, because it is true. 
_ To know you have concussion, when you have it, is 
 one-third of the cure. I see you are intelligent.” 

T4 On hearing this I decided that I liked Robinson, 
and settled down to sleep. He shook me awake and 
» placed at my lips a mug of warm tangy milk. While 
I gulped it, he said, 

> “Sleep is another third of the cure, and nourishment 
is the remaining third.” 

. “My shoulder hurts,” I said. 

__ “Which shoulder?” 

_ I touched my left shoulder. I found it stiff with 
bandages. 

. “Which shoulder?” he said. 

_ “This one” I said, “it is bound up 

r “Which shoulder? Dont point. Think. Describe.” 
. paused for light. Presently I said, “My left shoul- 
pcer. : 

. “Thats true. You will soon recover.” 

. À Little fuffy blue-grey cat came and sat in the open 
_doorway, squinting at me as I fell asleep. 

… This was twenty hours after the crash. When I woke 
again it was dark and I was frightened. 

- “Tsay!” I called out. 

No reply, and so, after a few minutes, I called out 
E- ain, 

*‘T say, Robinson!” 

A soft living thing jumped on my chest. I screamed, 
I sat up despite the pain which the movement caused 
my shoulder. My hand touched soft fur as the cat 
. sprang off the mattress. 

- Robinson came in with an oil lamp and peered down 
4 at me under its beam. 

 “T thought it was a rat,” I said, “but it was the cat” 

_. He placed the lamp on a shiny table. “Did you feel 
| afraid” he said. 
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“Oh, Tm quite tough. But first there was. the dark- 
ness and then the cat. I thought it was a rat” Re 
He bent and stroked the cat which was arching 
around his legs. “Her names Bluebell” he said and … 
went out. 4 
I heard him moving about, and presently he was 
back with some hot spicy soup. He looked tired, and. 
sighed a little as he gave it to me. 
“What is your name?” he said. 
“January Marlow.” 
“Think,” he said. “Try to think.” 
“Think of what?” 
“Your name.” 
“January Marlow,” I said, and placed the mug of. 
soup on the floor beside me. ; 
He lifted the mug and replaced it in my right band | 
“Sip it, and meanwbhile think. You have told me the 
month and place of your birth. What is your name?” 
I was rather pleased about his mistake, it gave me 
confidence. 
‘T am called by the unusual name of January be- 
cause Ï was born in——” 
Immediately he understood. “Oh yes, I see.” 
“You thought it was my concussion,” I said. 
He smiled feebly. 
Suddenly I said, “There must have been an accident. 
I was on the Lisbon plane” | 
I sipped the broth while I tried to elucidate . : 
my statement had implied. \ 
“Don't think too hard” Robinson said, “all at one. 
time.” 
“I remember the Lisbon plane,” I said. 
“Were you with friends or relations?” ; 
I knew the answer to that. “No,” I said at Once 
rather loudly. 
= Robinson stood still and sighed. : 
“But I must send a wire to London in the mon 
ing,” I said. 
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Ke here’s no post office on Robinson. It is a very small 
island.” He added, since I suppose I looked startled, 
._ “You are safe. I think you will be able to get up to- 
L orrow. Then you shall see whats what.” 
He took my empty cup, then sat down in a high 
wicker chair. The cat jumped on to his lap. “Blue- 
bell” he murmured to it. I lay and stared, partly 
comatose, and it was difficult for me to collect a thought 
and place it into a sentence. Eventually I said, 
_ “Would you mind telling me, is there a nurse, a 
woman anywhere about?” 
_ He peered forward as if to compel my attention. 
“That must be a difficulty for you. There is no woman 
on the island. But it is not difficult for me to nurse 
you. It will only be for a short while, Besides, it is 
- necessary.” He put the cat off his lap. “Regard me as 
_a doctor or something like that” 
2 Le man's voice called from the inner house. 
Ft one of the other patients,” said Robinson. 
. “How many . . . the accident. How many?” 
% «ri be back soon,” he said. 
; : I thought he showed fatigue as he left my range of 
vision. Bluebell camelled her back, stalked on to my 
mattress, curled up and began to purr. 
_ We were a thousand miles from anywhere. I think 
effects of the concussion were still upon me when 
I got up, the fourth morning after the crash. It was 
some time before I took in the details of Robinson’s 
establishment, and not till a week later that I began 
o wonder at his curious isolation. 
_ By that time there was no hope of our immediate 
escue. Many of you will remember how the whole of 
the Atlantic had been notified, how military aircraft 
land commercial airlines searched for us, and all ships 
-kept a look-out for survivors or portions of the wreck. 
‘ eantime, there we were on Robinson, with the 
_wreck and the corpses. The island had been under mist 
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when the first search party came over shortly after thé 
crash. Robinson lit distress signals every night, but” 
when, two nights later, the searchers returned, à tor- 
rent of rain had quenched the flares. On both OCCa- 
sions the plane had retreated quickly out of the mist, 
fearful of our mountain. There was nothing but to. 
wait for the pomegranate boat in August. 

My left arm ached in its sling when I rose dizaly 
from my couch on the floor, but dazed as I was, Rob- 
inson set me immediately to nurse Tom Wells who lay. 
with broken ribs encased in a tight jacket which Rob-" 
inson had contrived, made of canvas strips bound diag-« 
onally from back to front, the layers overlapping each 
other by two-thirds. Robinson explained the principle 
of this jacket very carefully before telling me that in 
any case ÎÏ mustnt remove it from the patient. My 
hours of duty were from eight in the morning until 
three in the afternoon, when Robinson relieved me. 

A long thin man, with his head bound in a proper 
bandage, did night shifts, and I believe Robinson took 
over from him also, during the night, so that someone | 
was always ready to attend to Tom Wells.  S 

Robinson had introduced me to the tall man: I rec 
ollect his naming me “Miss January”, but I did not 
catch the man's name, although he seemed familiar to 
me. I asked Robinson several times in those first days, 
“Who is the other nurse? What's his name?” but it was 
a full week before the name had sunk in, Jimmie Water- 
ford. This Jimmie was very friendly to me, as if we 
were previously acquainted. It was some time before 
I remembered having met him on the Lisbon plane. 
The monosyllabic “Tom Wells”, however, stuck in my 
mind right away. 

About this time I became aware of a small lean 
boy, about nine years old, very brown and large-eyed. 
I had seen him when I first got up, but did not really. 
notice him for several days. He followed Robinson! 
everywhere. He had certain duties, like fetching small 
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. consignments of firewood into the house and making 
_ tea. His name was Miguel. 

In the mornings Robinson would give me instruc- 
. tions. I followed them with meticulous care, as one 
dazed and unable to exercise curiosity. Meanwhile Rob- 
. inson and the tall man would go of together for two 
. or three hours at a time. 

_ Tom Wells, besides being the most seriously injured, 
- was a difficult patient. He moaned or made noises 
» nearly all day, although Robinson gave him injections. 
- He seemed to have grasped our situation and was, in 
fact, more conscious than I was at that time. I have 
“always been against nurses who won’t stand nonsense 
from their patients, but I found myself becoming snap- 
» py and sharp with Tom Wells, as to the manner bom. 
Robinson would smile in his weary manner, when he 
_overheard me telling the man, “Stop that noise” “Pull 
. yourself together”, “Drink this”, and so on. All this, 
before I had in any way got my new environment into 
s. I knew, with an inhuman indifference, that there 
1 been an accident. I accepted the situation of being 
simply in a place, that Robinson was in charge, and 
that I was to look after Tom Wells at certain fixed 
 Umes. 

. Exactly a week after the accident, Robinson said to 
me at breakfast, “Try to eat as little as you can. Most 
of our food is tinned, and I had not counted on guests.” 
_ It was only then that I realized I was eating at all. 
Robinson had produced meals, and I now presumed 
I had been eating them. I looked at my plate on the 
round pale-wood table. I had just finished a portion of 
L pion beans. Beside my plate was half a hard thick 
; biscuit, of a type which I now recalled having 
di bed into strong warm tea during the past few days. 
After that, I noticed the place more closely. When 
I began that day to act independently of Robinson, he 
> seemed relieved. It was two days later that he gave 
. me the exercise book for my journal. 
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I wanted to be at home again, giggling with Agnes 
and Julia when they came to tea on cold afternoons. 
Giggling over childhood anecdotes was the main thing ” 
with my sisters, and how, afterwards, I would 
at my own childishness! + | 

And yet, at those moments, I enjoyed the silly ses- 
sions. There had been a time, after my elopement as ” 
a schoolgirl, the birth of my son, and my widowhood 
that same year, when I was estranged from my sisters. 
From Agnes, because she was the eldest: lumpy, un- 
married and resenting my adventure. Agnes kept house 
for our grandmother. When Grandmother died, Agnes 
married the doctor; she married after all We became 
friends, up to the point where it is possible to be 
friends with Agnes, who eats noisily, for one thing. 

My younger sister, Julia, was still at school when I 
ran away from it to marry. Six months later my hus- « 
band was dead. I tried to take an interest in Julia, 
with her tall prettiness. But she was considered a loose 
girl; I thought so too. “Its nothing but men, men, men, 
with Julia,” I said once to Agnes. 

“Oh, shut up,” said Agnes. | 
Years later, Julia married a bookie. They were mar- 
ried in a register office. I was not invited. I saw the 
bookie at Grandmother’s funeral; I mistook him for the 

undertaker at first. 

“I mistook him for the undertaker,” 1 whispered to 
Agnes. É 

“Oh, shut up,” said Agnes. She did not tell me then 
that she planned to marry the doctor within a month. 

After that, when we began to be reconciled, Julia 
and Agnes would come to tea with me, though I rarely 
visited them. Agnes lived at Chiswick and Julia at 
Wimbledon, and it is a bother to get to those places 
from Chelsea. We soon found the only common ground. 
- between us—our childhood. We would giggle till about . 
six o’clock when my son Brian would come in, rosy- 
cheeked from his school games. My sisters would never 
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leave without seeing him. I fancied they envied me 
Brian, for the years went on and both were childless. 
When I had run away as a schoolgirl, and Brian 
. was born, Agnes had shown no interest in the child. 
- Her curiosity was in my direction. “Youre far too 
young for this sort of caper,” she said from her priv- 
ileged position as a visitor in a nursing-home-—she per- 
- pendicular, I horizontal. “I thought you were supposed 
. to have brains,” she said. 
But when they saw Brian in later years, both my 
_ sisters were, I think, surprised at his lack of blight; 
- they had somehow expected the child of such a young 
. girl to grow up peculiar. 
“Goodness,” said Julia after the funeral, “look at 
. January’s boy. Isn’t he a real boyl” 
But they had yet to discover Brian’s extraordinary 
. social skill, for that side of his personality had already, 
in his middle teens, advanced beyond his age. 
“Goodness,” said Julia, “hasn’t he got charml” 
I often wondered if Agnes and Julia really came to 
visit Brian, not me; trailing all that way from Chis- 
. wick and Wimbledon on cold afternoons. Even during 
the first phase of my religious conversion, when I 
took to lecturing my sisters, they continued to come. 


Journal, May 20, 1954—The area of Robinson is 
only a little over 84 square miles, if you can call 
them square that run in such strange directions. 
Robinson bought the island fifteen years ago from 
_ a Portuguese and settled here after the war. Its 
…_ former name was Ferreira. Robinson showed me a 
_ map. If you hold it east-upmost it resembles a 
_ human shape. There are several peninsulas which 
- Robinson calls the North Arm and the South Arm 
- of the island, the North Leg and the West Leg. 
Robinson’s house is on a plateau nearly a thou- 
sand feet above the sea. It is a volcanic moun- 
tain, only cinders and lava at the top, but he says 
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the descent passes through the range of known de 1 
mates. R. once sprained his ankle up there, when. #4 
he tripped on a patch of ling. In July the upper 
third of the mountain is covered with flowering 
thyme. I have these facts from Robinson. He has 
given me this notebook. He said, “Keep to facts, 
that will be the healthiest course.” I am always 
tired. ; TA 


Now, as I look at the crinkled page of my first jour- 
nal entry, I recall that it was Robinson’s idea to write 
very small, to make no paragraphs, to save the paper. 
Even 50, the exercise book did not last out my time 
on the island; I had later to use some loose viting 
paper which I found on Robinson’s desk. 

I recall that Robinson had advised more than once, 


ing at the sea in the hope of a boat or at the sky for 
a plane—a depressing habit, he said. I could scarcely 
keep my eyes from the sea and sky in those first weeks, 
although the boat which would bring Robinson’s pro- 
visions and take away his pomegranates was not due 
at the south coast until the second week of August. I. 
had been pressing Robinson about the possibility of con- 
structing a radio transmitter. He said there were. no 
means. I thought as I wrote my first journal, “By no NA à 
Brian will believe me to be dead.” But I did not write 
this down, as I did not know it for a fact. 4 
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Re. house was an early nineteenth-cen- 
tury building in an earlier Spanish style. It was a stone 
- bungalow set on a wide natural terrace of the moun- 
- tain. Around it ran a low wall, and over this, from 
. my room, I could see the blue and green lake on morn- 
- ings when there was no mist. I did not go beyond the 
- great arched wrought-iron gates in the first two weeks. 
- Instead, when my confusion had dissipated, and when 
 J had time off from nursing Tom Wells, I wandered 
in the small neglected garden or sat in the neglected 
. patio, stroking my injured shoulder and watching the 
- fountain that did not play. 

- Most of the rooms had been out of use, apparently 
« for some months. I swept them out. Three rooms and 
- the big stone kitchen served as Robinson’s living quar- 
- ters. Miguel slept in a small room amongst a great 
amount of fishing equipment. The other rooms were 
 curiously furnished, each one with three floor-beds, 
- mere pallets stuffed with a silky material made out of 
» a local fern, a wicker chair and a polished wood table. 
- Each one had a carved crucifix on the wall. As soon 
- as I had my wits more alert I questioned Robinson 
about these rooms. 

. “Who sleeps there, usually?” 

“The pomegranate men,’ he answered. “They are 
1 plantation workers who arrive every August by the 
. boat. They remain for three or four .weeks working on 
the pomegranate orchard up at the Headlands and 
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gathering in the fruit, while the boat does business a at 
the Canaries and the west coast of Africa.” ES 
“And the rest of the year you live alone on the is- 
land?” 
Yes.” > 
“With Miguel” I added, pumping him for a due 
about the boy. L: 
“Miguel has been with me five years. He is to . 
to school later this year, and then I will be alone with 
myself again.” À 
Certainly I did inquire, “Whose child is Miguel?” « 
“You do like to get everything straight,” Robinson 
said mysteriously. s 
I was silent then. I was not so concussed that I 
failed to gather that Robinson was leading me on in. 
some way to express my suspicions. It then flashed 


pected, Robinson’s own child, probably illegitimate. 
“Quite a mystery, isn't it?” said Robinson, quite eager 
_for me to agree. #4 
‘T see no mystery. I can guess his origin,” I said, 
meantime wondering what I myself meant, quite. #3 
“What is it then? Whats your guess?” = 
“Hes an orphan of one of the pomegranate men 
who died, and you've adopted him,” I said for de e 
reason, 
Robinson said: “You must have heard it from Water. 
ford.” 
“Tve never been to Waterford.” 
“Jimmie Waterford,” he said. “The tall fair man st 
was on the plane with you. He must have told Le 
. about my adopting Miguel. He knows a little of my 
affairs” He seemed to accuse me as he spoke. 
“No,” I said, “it was a guess. I thought it me. 
He seemed relieved. “You know,” he said, ex- 
pected you to place the paternity on me.” | 
“No, that would not be likely,” I said. 
“Good gracious me,” said Robinson, looking at me. 
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omen,” he said, “do come out with things” 


… Journal, Sunday, 23rd May—This is the end of our 
_ second week on Robinson. My shoulder hurts. I 
suppose it will need electrical treatment when I 
get home, if ever. I am sitting in the doorway of 
my room. J[immie] Wl{aterford] has just re- 
turned, and is milking the goat. Robinson is ab- 
» sent. Ï know now where they have been in the 
day-time while I have been nursing Tom Wells. 
First they buried the dead. Next they started ex- 
amining the wreck, and they are now salvaging 
_ from it. Miguel fishes in the stream all morning. 
Robinson has a list of the dead. There are twenty- 
… six items, and only four names of which he is cer- 
- tain. The others are described by anything which 
…  happened to be attached to the corpse, such as a 
… metal watch-band dangling, I suppose, on the 
… charred wrist, a ring on a finger-bone, or a lucky 
- charm worn under the shirt. Robinson has been 
_ very efficient. I have seen the list. [| am free to 
+ walk about on the island now that the dead are 
_ buried. Jimmie is singing as he milks the goat, I 
think a Dutch song. He is partly Dutch, his name 
was not always Waterford. I remember, now, that 
I met him on the plane before we crashed. His 
- pronunciation of English is quite good, and his vo- 
cabulary most unusual. I think R. is worried about 
Jimmie, in a personal way, as if he were not a 
 stranger. Jimmie looks slightly like Robinson, 
… about the nose. This is a suspicion. Robinson ad- 
 vised, stick to facts, write facts. All right, there 
. is the fact about Tom Wells, his behavior to me 
_ this morning. I shall have to complain to Robin- 
son. 
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On that morning I had carried to Tom Wells at noon 
: bowl of cream of tomato soup which we had opened 


21 


thick biscuits. I balanced it in my SR hand, my lef t | 
still being in its sling. :Ë 

Tom Wells was propped up; for the past week his 
health had been improving. As I approached his bed,« 
which was a real bed, not, like mine, a mattress on 
the floor, he said, “Have they all been interred?” 

“Yes.” 

He put out his hand and touched me. 

“You're a nice piece of homework,” he said. 

I think I could have saved the soup. Really, I do 
not know, maybe I deliberately let go of the tray. The 
soup tipped over him, down the front of his shirt and” 
over the sheets, like blood in a Technicolor film. 

Leaving him in this plight I returned to the kitchen, 
where Robinson was carving a duck-like bird which 
he had roasted. Jimmie had his back to the door, and 
when I entered he was speaking rapidly and softly in 
his Dutch language. Robinson saw me and said to 
Jimmie in an open voice, 

“Miss January is here.” 

The scene with Tom Wells had unnerved me. ‘al 

“My name is not Miss January. I am Mrs. Mar- 
low.” 

“Well, well,” said Robinson. 

I said, ‘T have spilt the soup over Tom Wells” 

Robinson went out, returning presently for another 
bowl of soup. I sat at the kitchen table and ate the 
meal staring glumly. 5 

Jimmie Waterford, with his long arms, reached ir 
front of me for the bread. His blond head was out of 
bandages now. 

When Robinson joined us Jimmie addressed me, 

“Ha!” he nes “No man is an island.” 

“Some are” I said. “Their only ground of meeting 
is concealed under the sea. If words mean anytl ! 
and islands exist, then some people are islands.” : RE 

“That's a point,” said Robinson. 
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“Ts so,” said Jimmie, “mayhaps.” 

- That afternoon I wrote the journal entry and in the 

 evening I said to Robinson, 

+ “You must make other arrangements about Wells. I 

. wont nurse him.” 

| Ee am not obliged to make any arrangements for any- 

one,” he said. “Have sense” he added, mimicking Jim- 
mie who used often to say, “Have sense. 

- ‘I will not be left alone with that man in this house” 

“Be reasonable,” said Robinson. 

…. “You must speak to him,” I said “Warn him. 

. Threaten.” 

- ‘I shall say you wear a kmife in your stocking.” 

Of course I had no stockings. I was lucky to have 

_ legs. 

… “Listen to the frogs,” I said, for I had calmed down, 

* and the frogs were howling among the rushes in the 

_ mountain lake. 

- “How long have you been married?” 

_ “Tm a widow,” I said, “and a journalist’ I thought 

this was understating the case, but it provided an 

_approximate category to poet, critic, and general articu- 
lator of ideas. Now that my head was clear I was a 

. little tired of hearing Robinson’s advice, “Keep up 

- your journal. Stick to facts. Describe the scenery”, as 

if, in the normal way, I could not put words together. 

_ Robinson remarked, “Those are two conditions of 

«life which make for resourcefulness. You can handle 

- Wells yourself. Try to hide your dislike of him.” 

. “Oh, [ve nothing against him, apart from his con- 

_duct this morning.” 

. “Why, of course you have,” said Robinson. 

_ It occurred to me that Robinson resembled, in ap- 

pearance, my brother-in-law, Ian Brodie, the doctor 

whom Agnes had married. It was not a strong resem- 

-blance-a matter only of the shape of the head, but I 

_wished that it did not exist, seeing that I should have 

to live with Robinson till August. 
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ELP yourself to any of my books,” Robinson” 


said. 

Now, he had a large library behind glass bookcases. 
I should not, myself, put books behind glass. Here at. 
home the books are not neat. Robinson’s library was. 
well bound and groomed. I observed that some were 
uncut first editions. I am addicted to a form of snob- 
bery which will hardly keep a first edition on its 
shelves. To think of a man keeping uncut first editions 
on an island gave me a snobbish sort of amusement. 

- Although my married life had lasted only six months, 
my husband had conditioned many of my tastes. When 
Ï ran away from school to marry him he was ffty-eight, 
a Classics professor whose mother was connected by 
marriage to my grandmother. Until he met me he had 
led a retired life. It was a shock to me to discover he. 
had married me for a bet. Sometimes, when I wondered 
how it would have been had he lived, and I came to 
realize how old he would have been--seventy-four at 
the time of my stay on the island, 1 shuddered, thinking 
absurdly of the wrinkled hands of old men. In spite of 
that, and although my tastes did no longer exactly in-. 
cline to the scholarly type of man, such as I had mar- 
ried, my taste in books was largely a Pere of 
his. Inside the cover of all Robinson’s books was a 
bookplate marked with the words: | 


Ex Libris 
Miles Mary Robinson 
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_ below which was a fairly dreadful woodcut represent- 
. ing a book open on a table lectern, a quill pen and an 
- old-fashioned lamp on the table. Beneath this, in goth- 
… ic lettering, was the motto Nunquam minus solus quam 
_ cum solus. 


_  Jimmie Waterford came to find me, very shortly after 
… the incident with Tom Wells and the soup. I was teach- 
- ing the cat to play ping-pong in a corner of the patio, 
while brown Miguel looked on, silent and very con- 
temptuous of this occupation. 

“One thing,” said Jimmie, “I tell 
à “Hallo, Jimmie,” I said. 
»  Jimmie squatted down and I put the ping-pong ball 
… in my pocket for the next lesson. 
… “Please to go make tea for Mr. Tom Wells,” he said 
_ to Miguel. 
. I realized he wanted to talk to me privately, and so 
. Isettled myself beside him. 
- “Ts this, he said. “To tell you Robinson isn't man for 
. the ladies, I am not a stranger to Robinson.” 
… I knew already that he was familiar with Robinson. 
. And there was the likeness about the nose which now 
caused me to think they might be related. 


- I had taken rather à liking to Jimmie on the Lisbon 
plane. This was partly because of his peculiar idiom 
- of English speech which I later learned had been ac- 
. quired, first from a Swiss uncle, using Shakespeare and 
_ some seventeenth-century poets as text-books, and 
 Fowlers Modern English Usage as a guide, and sec- 
. ondly from contact with Allied forces during the war. 
_ And, on the plane, I had taken to Jimmie also because 
of his seeming unpremeditation in talking to me in the 
_ first place. 
“Is bad weather to fly.” 
Now, isitP I said, 
“You like a drink? Lo!” 
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He screwed the cap off his leather and silver flask, 
and removed the flat cup from its base. 

“I don’t think so, thanks,” I said by way of form. 

“You take the cup, I swig from the vessel;” he said, 
handing me the cup half-filled with brandy. 

Just then a member of the crew with his head bent 

= and brown chin sunk into his neck walked rapidly aft. 
Within a few seconds he walked quickly back again 
and disappeared from sight. That was the first and last 
I saw of the crew of our plane. In the meantime Jim- 
mie was telling me, 

“I think I want my head examined. Mayhaps you 
‘think I come on a holiday. Oh no, oh no. Do you 
make holiday?” 

“No, business,” I said. “Lovely brandy,” I said, “it 
makes me feel more normal.” 

There were clouds molten in the setting sun beneath … 
us and we were going into cloud, climb as we might. 

“T think you are not a business woman,” said Jimmie, 
taking a pull from his flask. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“Is a compliment,” Jimmie pointed out. 

‘T see,” I said amiably. “Thanks.” 

‘T furnish you with a little more hooch.” 

“No, thanks. l’ve had enough. It was nice.” 

None the less, he poured some more brandy into my 
cup which I sipped appreciatively. I find that, when 
travelling abroad alone, it is wise and actually discreet 
to take up with one well-chosen man on the journey. 
Otherwise, one is likely to be approached by numerous 
chance pesterers all along the line. One must, of 
course, discriminate, but it is a thing one learns by ex- 
perience, how to know the sort of man who is not like- 
ly to press for future commitments. I felt I was lucky 
to meet with Jimmie. In fact, I had more or less picked : 
on him at the airport, out of a need for protection from 
a broad-faced English commercial man with a loud : 
voice and a lot of luggage who had been looking much . 
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_ my way. There were also a couple of Spaniards, who, 
when I failed to recognize their separate salutations, 

_ had teamed up with each other. 

_ While I sipped Jimmie’s brandy, I heard the broad- . 

faced Englishman’s voice from several yards to the 

fore, engaged in conversation with an American couple. 

“Just let me open the briefcase” he was saying. “TI 
. show you the article. I tell you, the pattern dates back 
. to the time of the Druids.” He fished into his case and 
produced a circular badge of white metal about three 
inches in diameter. I could not make out the interior 
. design but it looked like à gnome sitting on a bar with- 
. in the circle. 

- “Its infallible, I can tell you,” said the Englishman. 
. “It brings the owner the most incredible luck. You see, 
_the shape and pattern is a replica to an nth, an nth of 
. an inch, of an ancient Druid charm discovered on the 
moors of Devonshire, England, only fifty-seven years 
. ago. It is a magic charm. How it works, or why, I don’t 
_ pretend to know. But it works.” 

_ “Well, now,” said the American lady. 
._ “Well, now,” said her husband, 

_ “We unloaded five hundred thousand the last half of 
last year to New Zealand alone,” said the Englishman. 
_ “Well now” 

“If you ask me,” Jimmie said softly to me, “for my 
part I imagine perchance he wants his head examined.” 
. I sipped the brandy and nodded agreeably. 

“Hey, there,” said the Englishman so that his voice 
carried all up the saloon, and the Americans looked 
abashed. “Tve been ringing for you, my dear boy, he 
said, as the sun-tanned steward appeared. “I fancy a 
hisky—and what about my friends here?” 

“Lemon squash,” said the American lady. 

“Tonic,” said her husband. 

. “You need something stronger than that. You stop- 
ping at Santa Maria? Its damp there, I can tell you.” 
“Well, now,” said the American lady. “A squash.” 
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“Whisky and tonic” said her husband. 

“Going home to the States?” 

“Well now, Bermuda first” said the American lady, « 
her eyes glued to the magic charm which the English- . 
man was holding between finger and thumb. 

Jimmie remarked to me, “That man is holding con- 
: verse in a loud key.” 

“Terrible type,” I said. 

“I did see this chappie at the airport,” said Jimmie, 
“and in the moment I behold him I perceive he is not 
a superior type of bugger. I say to myself, Lo! this one 
is not a gentleman.” 

“Really?” I said. 

“I have the instinct for the gentlemen,” said Jimmie, 
“as likewise for the ladies.” 

I thought, “He is a most amusing companion”, and 
meanwbhile the plane began to bump through the 
weather to the Azores. Jimmie’s face was long and fine; 
his nose turned up slightly at the bridge giving him a 
humorous expression; his hair was very light; I judged 
his age to be in the early thirties. 

“You cross the Atlantic Ocean?” he said. 

“Tm stopping at the Azores.” 

“Myself likewise. And in the long run,” he said, “I 
proceed southward by the sea to another island.” 

“Which island is that? l’m rather interested in is- 
lands.” 

“Ts not on the map. Is too small.” 

The man with the lucky charms was asking his. 
friends, | 

“You know your future?” à 
“Pardon?” said the American lady. 

“The magazine Your Future?” 

“Well, now, I don't.” 

“T own it and I run it” said the man. 
I noticed that the sun had set. 


When, at the end of my second week on Robinson, I. 
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_ began to recognize Jimmie, I was immensely cheered 

_ up by the memory of our conversation on the plane. 

_ The tall fair man with his head in bandages regained 
in my eyes the shape and status of my amusing travel- 

- ling companion. 

_ When he squatted on the patio repeating, “Robinson 

… is not man for the ladies. I know Robinson from the 

… past”, Î was not at all surprised. I had already noticed 

» that he was familiar with Robinson, and had gathered 
that, in fact, Robinson had been that ultimate destina- 

_ tion to which he had referred in the plane. 

“Robinson is not man for the ladies.” 

That, too, I knew already. There is easily discernible 

in some men a certain indifference, not to women pre- 

- cisely but to the feminine element in women, which 

. might be interpreted in a number of ways. In Robinson 

- I had detected something more than indifference: a 

- kind of armed neutrality. So much for his attitude to 

- me. And I thought it likely that he could be positively 

. hostile to the idea of women in general. 

.__ “Look here,” I said to Jimmie, “IT wasn’t born yester- 

- day.” 

» “Is so?” said Jimmie gallantly. 

- “And in any case,” I said, “Robinson is not my 

> style.” 

_ “Do not become rattled,” said Jimmie, “in conse- 

- quence of what I say.” 

| “You can tell Robinson from me——” 

- “Ah mel” said Jimmie, “I am not messenger from 

- Robinson. I tell you this from my own heart.” 

- That put a different complexion on things. I was 

- quite charmed by Jimmie. He appealed to a quality in 

_my mind which I considered the most advanced I pos- 

* sessed, and which was also slightly masculine. 

_ “You like this?” said Jimmie. 

- He held out to me a little shining lipstick case. I 

- took it and opened it. The lipstick inside was almost 

* unused, but not quite. There was a little blunt smear 
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at the end. Suddenly I threw it with a clink into the 
dry fountain. 

“It is salvage,” I said. I was not only repelled by the 
idea of using a dead woman’s lipstick, Ï was furious at 
Jimmie’s implication that I might entertain a romantic 
interest in Robinson. 

“Ts true,” he said. 


Having buried the dead, they had been gathering 
from the environs of the burnt-out plane everything 


that remained a recognizable object. It was surprising, 
the sort of things they had picked up several hundred 
yards from the wreckage. Among them were my read- 


. ing glasses intact in their case, with my name and ad-. 
dress in Chelsea on the inside. I had said, when Rob- 


inson handed them to me, 

“Td rather have my make-up case. I can read with- 
out the glasses.” 

“Can't you read without the make-up?” 

“I dont feel quite myself without make-up.” This 
was true. And I was not made any happier by the con- 
dition of my dress and coat, though I had patched 
them up since the accident. 

And so, when Jimmie offered me this gruesome lip- 
stick, I felt sure that Robinson had repeated my com- 
plaint. I darkly discerned they had been discussing me 


considerably as a female problem. I left Jimmie sitting 


on the patio, and thinking how I must keep my end 
up, I helped myself to a couple of Robinson’s ciga- 
rettes above my allotted ration. I was the only other 


smoker besides Robinson on the island, and he had. 


generously, though with an air of resignation, agreed 
to share with me, strictly fifty-fifty, his total supply for 


the duration of our stay. This gave us nine cigarettes a. 


day each. As a result of his discussing me with Jim- 
mie, and the incident of the lipstick, I had eleven ciga- 


rettes that day, while Robinson had only seven. I felt . 


that this course was preferable to nurturing a grudge. 
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: À. the end of the third week Tom Wells was able 
. to get up. He still wore the canvas contrivance in which 
Robinson had, with good success, encased his broken 
- ribs which seemed to be knitting together nicely. This 
left me free from my nursing duties, and all the after- 
noons were my own. And now that the dead were bur- 
. ied I was free to wander about the island. 

- “If youre going for a walk,” said Robinson, “take 
. this raincoat. The weather is a woman on this island.” 
It was my first excursion, a sunny day, the 6th of June, 
_ the Feast of Pentecost. 

1 already had one arm in the garment when I peeled 
-it of and threw it on the ground as if it were teeming 
with maggots. The violent action hurt my left arm 
. which was just out of its sling. 

_ “Ttis salvage,” I said. 
- Robinson sighed and picked it up. “Borrow mine,” 
he said. 

_ Robinson’s waterproof was not much too big for me. 
For my first walk, he advised the path down the moun- 
. tain to the south coast of the island, along the white 
| beach, and returning by a second mountain path which 
was visible from the villa on clear days. Robinson 
. pointed out the whole route from his gateway, for 
_ there was no mist. 

- The descent did not start immediately from Robin- 
. son’s villa. The house was built on a flat shoulder wide 
| enough to contain the blue and green lake and a patch 
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of ground the size of a field which was visible from the 
patio. Robinson had planted this field with mustard 
which was now in bloom so that I was almost dazzled | 
by its shimmering yellow. Placed so near the lake, the # 
field was a starling sight. “I planted mustard for the 
effect” he said. Apart from the pomegranates, which 
he cultivated on an eastern part of the island as a busi- 
ness, he did not grow any of his own food. No runner 
beans, potatoes, onions, spinach, rhubarb, no tomato 
frames nor currant bushes, nor peaches and plums. A : 
large storehouse behind the house held his quantities 
of tinned supplies and grain. I thought this odd, since 
the ground on the plateau surrounding the villa was. 
fertile and the sun blazing hot, and the mists gentle 
and frequent. 

This was the first day since the accident that I had 
been alone with myself. I planned eventually to explore . 
the whole island. Robinson had told us of a lava-land- 
scape on the other side of the mountain which, he said, 
was like moon scenery. There was also an active crater. 
This excited me. But Robinson warned me against wan- 
dering further than the south beach on this my first 
excursion. | 

The gradient was irregular, gentle and steep by 
turns. At one point I had to scramble down over old 
lava flows. Here I took my foothold on tough beds of 
thyme and ling about four inches high, and eventually 
came to a grassy woodland and a clump of blue gum 
trees which, from Robinson’s villa, had looked like 
dwarf vegetation. 34 

I must say that throughout my stay on the island I 
was more observant of my surroundings than I had 
ever been before, or have been since. I had often, pre-! 
viously, been accustomed to topographical observa- 
tions, but that had been according to rule, deliberate. : 
Now, without any effort of will, my eye recorded the 
territory, as if my eyes were an independent and ab-. 
original body, taking precautions against unknown 
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eventualities. Instinctively I looked for routes of es- 
cape, positions of concealment, protective rocks; in- 
stinctively I looked for edible vegetation. In fact, I 
must have been afraid. And whereas, on my previous 
travels, I had been scenery and landscape-minded, 
had been botanically inclined, had been geologically 
enchanted, had known the luxury of anthropological 
speculations, I found myself now noting the practical 
shelter to be obtained from small craters and gulches 
and lava caverns. Fissures, cracks and holes attracted 
me for their contents of nettles and fungus, possibly 
edible. One could keep a fire alight more easily at a 
level above the mist-belt; one could, if necessary, sur- 
vive, and bed down on bracken from these lower wood- 
lands. Fresh water streams were frequent. One night 
spent on the sphagnum moors of the cloud-belt would 
be fatal. On the other side of the mountain, where 
Robinson used to disappear for several hours on end, 
there was plenty of game, as I knew from his occasional 
reappearance with woodcock, partridge and sometimes 
snipe; or sometimes he brought back a rabbit. I now 
wished I had learned to use a gun. I had been told of 
a fresh-water stream from which Miguel was clever at 
getting trout. I wondered in what part of the island 
this stream could be. And then I wondered what all 


. the panic was about. I had apparently nothing to fear. 


As I climbed down the pathway among the last of 
the lava rocks to the coast I saw Miguel approaching 
along the beach. I waved. He saw me, but did not re- 
spond. Miguel was not hostile exactly, but he was dif- 
ficult to please. I think in those first four weeks he was 
jealous of our having appeared out of the skies and 


- drawn off all Robinson’s attention. 


ha 


He had spent the greater part of his childhood with 
Robinson, with whom he spoke good English. His 
mother having died in his infancy, the father had at- 


_ tached himself to a trading boat and become one of 
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Robinson’s pomegranate men. Miguel had always ac- 
companied his father on his working periods on Robin- 
son, and, when the father had died, Robinson adopted . 
the child. Robinson spoke often of Miguels forthcom- 
ing departure for school in Lisbon, as if it were a great 
but inevitable misfortune. He had not yet fixed on any 
particular school, so strong was his disinclination to 
part with Miguel. 

Of course I had attempted to strike up a friendship « 
with Miguel but so far there was nothing doing. Jim- 
mie had also failed in this respect. À sort of competi- 
tion had developed between us for the child’s attention, 
let alone affection. Tom Wells, who was only now risen 
from his sick-bed, had so far been too taken up with 
his own discomfort to notice him, but Jimmie and I « 
had been disconcerted to find, on Tom Wells first aft- 
ernoon out of bed, when he had been sat up with blan- 
kets on the patio, that Miguel had hung shyly round 
the man, who did not attempt to encourage the child, 
particularly. The next day, Robinson, with an air of. 
omnipotent indulgence, brought to Tom Wells his own 
briefcase which had happened to be among the salvage 
—it having presumably been clutched in Wells hands 
at the time of his projection from the plane. As Tom 
Wells seized on this with delight and began to examine 
the contents, Miguel had approached without further 
hesitation, and thrust his brown hand into the interior. 

“Let me see,” he said, snuggling up to Wells, “what 
you've got there.” 1 

He was overjoyed when Tom Wells produced one of 
his sample Druid emblems. 

Jimmie and I were quite put out. My attempts to 
teach the cat Bluebell to play ping-pong were partly 
inspired by a desire to impress Miguel. He seemed to 
think it was an unworthy idea. Jimmie, who had been . 
suffering from delayed shock, although his physical in- 
juries had been slight, went so far as to attempt a cart. 
wheel on the patio, and suffered a nasty nose-bleed as 
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a result. Miguel was indifferent. I fetched the great 
cold key from the kitchen and put it down Jimmie’s 
back. Miguel watched uppishly and without comment. 
“That youngster doesn't even bloody laugh at my great 
sorrow, said Jimmie, dabbing his nose. 

And so I was not surprised when Miguel did not 
wave back to me from the beach, although I saw him 
look up. He had certainly seen me. I decided to amble 
along the beach towards him. The sand was extremely 
fine, and less white than it had looked from a distance 


against the black lava rocks. Up against the cliffs some 
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pink star-shaped flowers were opening out of the very 
sand. À few yards away from where the cliff path 
joined the beach, the ribs of a small sailing vessel lay 
half buried, and further along was the wreck of an old 


. clipper, its leonine figurehead still intact and pointing 


skyward. I cleared a space among the weed on the 
mouldering forepart and sat there to rest, leaning on 
the bowsprit and rubbing my painful left arm. 

When he saw me sitting there, Miguel stopped self- 
consciously. He lifted a pebble and threw it into the 
curling sea. At this coast the sea was two miles deep 
and the currents were dangerous. Robinson had warned 
us not to bathe in the sea, for even where the currents 
were safe the sharks were not. The blue-green lake was 
the island bathing-pool. 

From the map of Robinson which he had shown me 
I knew that this stretch of beach lay in the small of the 


- back. I could not help thinking of the island in this 


anatomical way, because of Robinson’s constant refer- 
ences to the Arms and Legs. 

Miguel continued to throw pebbles, and I watched 
the sea, in case he should be embarrassed by my 
watching him. There was a special fascination about 
the sea surrounding Robinson, stretching for a thou- 
sand miles to the nearest post office. It was only a few 
seconds later that I realized Miguel had stopped 
chucking pebbles, and I fancied he must be approach- 
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ing. I looked along the beach but could see no sign of 
him, although I had a view of the whole stretch. À 
small strip of vegetation grew against the black cliffs, 
but this was too low to hide Miguel unless he lay flat. 
I decided he must be lying flat, and set of along the 

beach, examining the base of the cliffs very closely. I 
reached the end of the beach, where the black rock rose 
sheer out of the sea, without having found any trace of 
Miguel. I was bewildered, then frightened. I could see 
no place where he could be concealed except the sea.” 
I scanned the sea fearfully, hoping I should not see a 
head bobbing far out of my reach, but I saw nothing” 
but the waves chopping with the undercurrents, which. 
might have concealed anything. I did not really think 
he could have jumped into the sea in the few moments 
that my eyes had been turned from him. I did not really 
think he would be so foolish. I was sure Miguel was 
somewhere safe but I was disturbed by having no rea- 
son for this certainty. For a moment I thought perhaps 
my other companions, too, had disappeared. I thought 
perhaps they had never existed, that Robinson and his 

household were a dead woman’s dream, that I was ne 
deed dead as my family believed and the newspapers 
had by now reported. In view of these ideas, I thought | 


the most necessary course of action was to return to 
Robinson’s house by the shortest route and report the 
disappearance of Miguel. 

The quickest route led from the end of the beach 
where I now stood, although it was not exactly the 
shortest. It zigzagged up the mountain, a gentler gradi 
ent than that of the path I had used on my downward 
journey. I had been tacking up this path for twenty min- 
utes when I came upon a derelict croft-house and wa- 
termill on a small plateau overhanging a stream which: 
trickled down a small ravine. It now struck me that 
Robinson’s predecessors, hermits though they might be 
had made efforts to cultivate every green spot on the 
island. Later, when I saw the rich pasture lands of the 
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West Leg and South Arm, I felt a sort of outrage that 
their work was falling to waste. I saw by the croft- 
house a number of mango trees still bearing fruit, but 
they were bedraggled and untended. It was from here 
that Robinson must have gathered the poor specimens 
+ of mango which we ate for breakfast. I did not suppose 
- the trees would bear much longer. 
. Many times, during my climb, I had turned to scan 
. the beach below and the surrounding mountain scrub 
for some sign of Miguel. I began to worry seriously, 
. mainly because I had every obvious reason to worry. 
- When I came up to the deserted croft I took a last look 
round, for above this plateau the cloud-belt was form- 
- ing as it usually did in the late afternoon, and this 
made it impossible to see the coastline from where I 
stood. 
I decided to rest from my climb for ten minutes on 
» this plateau, and I ambled about, walking round the 
. cottage, looking through the gaping windows. I tried 
. the door. It was open. I entered, and saw Miguel by 
» the crumbling hearth laying twigs for a fire. He had a 
can of water and a tin of coffee. 
“Hallo,” I said. “How did you get here?” 
He looked pleased with this question, and 50, to 
please him more, I said, 
» ‘I saw you on the beach. I looked away for a mo- 
. ment, and when I looked again you were gone.” 
He even laughed at this. 
. “How did you do it?” I said. If he had climbed the 
mountain I must have seen him. But he must have 
. climbed the mountain and I did not see him. 
“There's a secret cave,” said Miguel, “with a tunnel.” 
“Where? I should like to see it.” 
He shook his head. 
“Does Robinson know the secret cave?” 
“Yes. But he won't show it.” 
He handed me a tin mug of his hot black coffee bre 
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“Robinson won't show you the caves. He only MES 
me.” 

“Oh, is there more than one?” 
He did not answer, having already let slip too much. 
“This is lovely stuff,” I said, and lest I should seem 

patronizing, I added, “but it needs some sugar.” 
He fished into the inside pocket of his lumber jacket 
and brought out a paper screw of sugar. This he 
opened and emptied into my mug, stirring it with a 
twig. We sat on the hearthstone and sipped. Meantime 
I was wishing I was at home. 
“Tm off now,” said Miguel. 

“Tm coming too,” I said. 
“No, you wait a short time.” 
I thought he wanted to go to some other secret caves 

and didn't want me to discover the way, so I said, 

“AI right. Let's say about ten minutes. Will that do?” 
“Well” he said, “you wait till it stops raining.” 
I noticed that it was raining, not very heavily. 
“Oh, is that all?” I said. “Well, I don’t mind the rain.” 
“Robinson’s raincoat will get wet,” the boy pointed 

out. 

I could not deny it. I waited till the shower was over, 

then emerged to catch sight of Miguel making his nim- 
ble way home through the thicket above me. 
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? WisH,” said Jimmie, “I stay at home. I commence 
- to think I want my head examined for making this 
. dangerous journey.” 
+ “Same here,” I said, without really meaning it. 
| I did wish to go home, but not that I had never 
come away. If I had stayed at home, there might have 
- been a fire in the house, or Î1 might have been run 
4 over, or murdered, or have committed a mortal sin. 
There is no absolute method of judging whether one 
- course of action is less dangerous than another. 
- “Same here,” I said, simply to convey agreement that 
À our situation might be better than it was. 
| We had brought a picnic and were settled on the 
- banks of the blue and green lake. In front of us was 
a lumpy patch of goat meadow leaning down towards 
: the cliff, and below, since there was no mist, was the 
* sea. To our right was the vivid yellow mustard field. 
- The effect was fairly Arcadian, if only one could relax 
. and enjoy it. 
> “Why did you come?” I said. I was curious to know 
- where Jimmie had come from, why he had taken 
* the Lisbon plane to the Azores with the purpose of 
* finding his way to Robinson, how long he had known 
- Robinson, and at the same time was irritated by this 
- curiosity of mine which did so indicate that these peo- 
- ple were becoming part of my world. I had rather re- 
- garded them as traveling companions—as one might 
take up with a man on a plane. I like to be in à posi- 
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tion to choose, I like to be in control of my relation- 
ships with people. 
On the sixth of June I had written in my journal: 


I feel that we were all unwelcome on the island. 
The emergency is over. Tom Wells is now able to 
get about. I am beginning to use my left arm. 
Jimmie, who received only a small cut in the head, 
and in fact had not even lost consciousness at the 
time of the crash, is suffering from nerves. Robin- 
son seems rather irritated by all of us. 


“Why did you come?” I said to Jimmie. | 
“Is Robinson’s vast properties,” he replied. “Robin- 
sons family beseech me, ‘Go and bring back Robin- 
son to his birthright. Begone, we shall foot the bill” 
Thus, I came. But is first I should. reside at marvel- 
ous Azores and next is pleasant ocean voyage to the 
island of Robinson which I envisage, and to behold. 
my kinsman old Robinson. Mayhaps a month I" 
should reside here, or two. I should say, ‘Robinson, 
return! He should say, ‘Not me, chum I should say 
to him, ‘Is properties, Robinson. The old uncle has died 
and, behold, the properties fall to neglect” Robinson 
should reply, ‘So what?” and I should say, ‘Who is to 
administer these great estates?” He should tell me, 
‘Not me, chum. Is all yours” And I figure, six months 
should elapse before I return my steps towards the 
family of Robinson to reveal to them I fail in my great 
mission. As I have planned, I should say to them, T 
fail” They say to me, ‘Alas” They pay the bill. So L 
have had six months merry voyaging and they should 
pay up. Whereafter they should say, ‘Now who shall 
administer these . properties?” I say, ‘Robinson desires 
this post to me But,” said Jimmie, “this destiny has 
not come to pass. Is fizzle out and I fall from the so 

I languish.” 
“TI don't see” I said, “how your plans are change 
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at all. You can still return within six months and take 
over Robinson’s affairs for him.” 

“AII is changed,” said Jimmie, “since I am cast from 
- the heavens. Is numerous dead. Robinson is cross. I 
lose my nerves. Robinson takes no care for the honor 
of his family.” 

I began to reflect on Robinson’s lordly estates. 

“Where are these properties?” I inquired. 

“In Tangier,” said Jimmie, 

“Do his family live in Tangier?” 

“No, in Gibraltar. They possess abundant cash. I am 
but the poor kinsman.” 

“What sort of lands do they possess in Tangier?” 

“Is not lands. Is motor-scooters. Is vast import busi- 
ness. For my part, I tell you, I should have been fine 
and dandy a managing director. But I lose my nerves.” 

“Never mind,” I said. “They will come back.” 

“Is multitudinous prospects for motor-scooters in the 
north of Africa. In the course of time I should create 
many factories. But all is lost. In point of fact I con- 
sider how I want my head examined.” 

“Perhaps in any case Robinson will return to his 
E family.” 

“Nevermore,” said Jimmie. “I am acquainted with 
. Robinson from the days of my youth, and is for cert 
1 he chuck the world.” 
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To teach a cat to play ping-pong you have first to 
win the confidence and approval of the cat. Bluebell 
» was the second cat I had undertaken to teach; I 
È found her more amenable than the first, which had 
_ been a male. 

È Ping-pong with a cat is a simplified and more indi- 
_ vidualistic form of the proper game. You play it close 
to the ground, and you imagine the net. 

-__  Gaining a cats confidence is different from gaining 
_ the confidence of any other animal. Food is not the. 
simple answer. You have to be prepared to play with 
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it for as long as two hours on end. To gain the initial 
interest of a cat, I always place a piece of paper over 
my head and face and utter miaows and other cat 


noises. This is irresistible to most cats, who come nos- 


ing up to see what is going on behind the paper. The 
next phase involves soft whispering alternately with the 
. whistling of high-pitched tunes. 

I thought Bluebells of Scotland would be appropri- 
ate to Bluebell. She was enchanted. It made her purr 
and rise on her hind legs to paw my shoulder as I 
crouched on the patio whistling to her in the early 
afternoons. 

After that I began daily to play with her, sometimes 
throwing the ping-pong ball in the air. She often leapt 
beautifully and caught it in her forepaws. By the sec- 
ond week in June I had so far won her confidence 
and approval as to be able to make fierce growling 
noises at her. She liked these very much, and would 
crouch menacingly before me, springing suddenly at 
me in a mock attack. Sometimes I would stalk her, 
one slow step after another, bent double, and with glar- 
ing eyes. She loved this wildly, making flying leaps 
at my downthrust head. 

“You’ll get a nasty scratch one day,” said Robinson. 

“Oh, I understand cats,” I said. 

“She understands cats,” said Jimmie unnecessarily. 

Robinson walked away. 

Having worked round Bluebell to a stage where she 
would let me do nearly anything with her and play 
rough-house as I pleased, I got an old carton out of 
Robinson’s storehouse and set it on end against the 
patio wall. Bluebell immediately sat herself inside this 
little three-walled house. Then the first ping-pong les- 
son began. I knelt down two yards away from her and 
placed the ball in front of me. She crouched in readi- 
ness as if it were an ordinary ball game. With my 
. middle finger and thumb I pinged the ball into Blue- 
bells box. It bounced against the walls. The cat sprang 
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_ at it and batted it back. I sent it over again to Blue- 
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bell. This time she caught it in her forepaws and 


curled up on the ground, biting it and kicking it with 


her silver hind pads. However, for a first lesson her 


style was not bad. Within a week Bluebell had got 
the ping-pong idea. Four times out of ten she would 
send the ball back to me, sometimes batting it with 
her hind leg most comically, so that even Miguel had 
to laugh. On the other occasions she would appropriate 
the ball for herself, either dribbling it right across the 
patio, or patting it under her body and then sitting on 
it. Sometimes she would pat the ball only a little way 
in front of her, waiting for me, with her huge green 
eyes, to come and retrieve it. 

The cat quickly discovered that the setting up of her 
carton on the patio was the start of the ping-pong 
game, and she was always waiting for me at that spot 
after lunch. She was an encouraging pupil, an enthu- 


. siast. One day when she was doing particularly well, 


and I was encouraging her with my lion growl to her 
great excitement, I heard Robinson’s voice from the 


.… back of the house. 


“Bluebelll Pussy-puss Bluebell. Nice puss. Come 
on!” 
_ Her ear twitched very slightly in response, but she 
was at the ball and patting it over to me, it seemed in 


. one movement. I cracked it back, and she forth again. 


“Bluebelll—- Where’s the cat?” said Robinson, appear- 


. ing on the patio just as I was growling more. “There's 
_a mouse in the storehouse. Do you mind?” he said to 


me. 

The cat had her eyes on my hand which held the 
ball. I picked her up and handed her to Robinson. 
Bluebell struggled to free herself and go for the ball. 


- I thought this funny and giggled accordingly. But 


Fu 
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tainer. 


Bluebell was borne reluctantly away by solemn Rob- 
inson, with Miguel following like a righteous little re- 


43 


L | 
F 
de. uses 


DR A UN 
< =. E Ki 7 
: 2 


ROBINSON ï 


Jimmie grinned. Something about Jimmie’s grin and » 
Robinson’s bearing embarrassed me. I began to won- 
der if Robinson felt intensely about incidents like 
this. I should not myself have thought of the affair as ” 
an “incident” at all. It was a great bore. 


I could see that Robinson was making an effort to . 
form some communal life for the period of our waïit- 
ing on the island. I could see he conceived this a … 
duty, and found it a nuisance. It had been different \ 
in the first few weeks, when we were impaired by the « 
crash. Then Robinson had met the occasion. So, too, î 
had Jimmie, who was now suffering belatedly; he kept 
insisting he had lost his nerves. 

Robinson rose at five, we at six, by which time our » 
plateau was flooded with the early sun, and not far « 
below was the white mist, swathing the mountain right » 
down to the coast. It seemed that the whole sky was » 
beneath us and we on a sunny platform in space, with - 
our house, mustard field, blue and green lake, the goat . 
meadow before us and the mountain rising behind. * 

At this hour Robinson would go to the goat in its | 
pen with a quantity of three-leaved plants, like large- « 
leaved clover. These he had sprinkled with a consider- | 
able handful of salt. 

“Why do you salt its food, Robinson?” 

“It works up a thirst, and so increases the milk. | 
Besides, it gives the milk a good salt flavor.” | 

It was one of the few bits of husbandry I saw Rob- : 
inson practice. For the most part he made shift as” 
easily as possible with tins and the derelict orchards 
of the croft. | 

I cooked the breakfast. Having found a sack of good | 
oats in the storehouse I now made porridge every. 
morning. Previously he and Miguel had eaten a mango : 
or half paw-paw from one of the old croft orchards - 
with a tin of baked beans. My institution of the por- 
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ridge was designed to eke out the beans, for I saw 
that the stores were not large. 

“Oh, when we’ve finished the beans we would go on 
to something else,” said Robinson; “there are other 
tinned things.” 

It was not only a matter of what was and was not 
proper for breakfast: 

“Are you sure the pomegranate boat will come in 
August?” 

“Quite sure.” 

I did not care for the thought of its omitting to 
come and leaving the five of us tinless and starving. 
I did think Robinson might have grown something. 
The climate was suitable for maize, which is not trou- 
blesome. Fresh vegetables would have been no trouble, 
I decided to search the island for roots or berry bushes 
which could be transplanted into Robinson’s plateau. 


+ I was moody whenever I thought of the kitchen gar- 
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den that Robinson did not have. 

It is true that, with Robinson’s makeshift system, the 
place was easy to run. As Tom Wells regained his 
health, our chores were finished by eleven in the morn- 
ing. We took turns to prepare meals. The rest of the 
day we were free. We frequently quarreled. 

To my surprise, when we were sufliciently recovered 


- and organized, and first sat down to meals together, 


Robinson said a prayer for grace. Despite the cruci- 


_ fixes on the walls of each room, I had not thought 
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Robinson was a religious man; and I had vaguely sup- 


. posed that the crucifixes had belonged to the previous 
owner, Robinson not troubling to remove them. I was 


even more surprised to observe that the form of grace 

he said was that used by Roman Catholics, “Bless us, 

O Lord, and these Thy gifts. . . . In the name of the 

Father, the Son. . . ” And when we had finished he 

gave thanks according to the form used by English 

Catholics, following it with that usual prayer for the 
45 


È 


0 | 
< A | 
ROBINSON 


: 
faithful departed which frequently suggests to my : 
mind that we have eaten them. | 

I had entered the. Catholic Church the previous 
year. I wondered if Robinson really was a member of 
the Church. But I do not care to ask people this ques- ® 
tion. I assumed, meantime, that he was so, and I won- 
dered really why he chose to live so separated from 
the Sacraments; but that was his business. 

After supper Robinson had us all into his sitting- » 
room. This was a strain. Ît never seemed to be the 
simple and normal thing for us to do. And I felt he 
did not so much invite as have us in, as one’s head- 
mistress would have one in to tea; an obligation on 
both sides. 

Robinson encouraged a certain formality among us. 
We were as yet ignorant of each others antecedents. 
Robinson did not ask any questions or lead us to talk 
about the cireumstances which had brought us on the . 
Lisbon plane, our homes and destinations. I gathered - 
from this that he was anxious to regard our intrusion 
into his life as temporary: once you know some facts . 
about a person you are in some way involved with 
them. Evidently Robinson wished to avoid this. So did : 
I. At first this reserve gave an illusion of natural : 
growth to our relationships. | 

But of course the decent gulfs did not last. Some- : 
times it seemed that Robinson did not so much desire | 
to preserve distance between us as to prevent intima- : 
cy; he seemed more anxious that we should not be . 
friends than that we should not intrude upon each : 
other. And, for many reasons, I did not want Robin- 
son to know what Jimmie had told me about him. 

In other ways, as I saw my companions day by day, ! 
I did begin to feel curiosity about them. | 

Sometimes in those evenings we would play chess. | 
Robinson and I were more interested in chess than. 
were Jimmie and Tom Wells who approached it as if . 
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it were some therapeutic task set by Robinson. They 
would talk too much. 

“Look here” Wells said one evening, “where does 
this get us, anyway?” 

“Is question you ask” said Jimmie. 

Robinson said pleasantly, “Chess is good for the 
mind.” 

“Look here” Wells said, “who are you to say whats 
good for my mind?” 

I thought this reasonable enough. But I simply did 
not like Tom Wells. So I said, “Oh, dont be difficult,” 
without looking up from the board where Robinson’s 
Kings Bishop, his only remaining protection, would 
threaten my Queen, should I move my Kings Knight 
as I desired. 

“Would you like to hear some music?” Robinson 
said. ‘ 

He put a record on his gramophone. It was the 
first of six, a whole opera of Rossini, La Cenerentola. 

I felt that Robinson was determined to keep control. 
He was fixed on controling himself, us, and his island. 
He was not prepared to permit any bickering to bind 
us together and shatter the detachment which he 
prized. 

Jimmie started to relax and listen politely. I did the 
same, though I felt a difficult mood begin to overtake 
me. I don’t think Tom Wells had any intention of rude- 
ness, it was only that he had never thought of music 
as anything but a background to talk. And more, not 
even a background; according to his notion, you had 
some music to take away the silence and then you con- 
tinued talking, but in a louder voice. 

“Ah, now,” said Wells, looking genially round 
the company, “naturally this is a strain on us all, but 
we’re lucky to be alive.” 

He often said “We’re lucky to be alive”, for no ap- 
parent reason save that he was pining to chew over 
and over our advent on the island, and thus for us all 
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to get to grips with each other. “Its unnatural living | 
like this alone with Nature,” he would say, “but were . 
lucky to be alive” And sometimes he would bring out . 
this phrase after he had spent half an hour calculat- . 
ing how much he was out of pocket through the plane 
mishap. i 
Perhaps there was nothing really objectionable about « 
his “lucky to be alive”. You must understand that I 
did not like Tom Wells. | 
“Amazing lucky shave,” said Wells. “Its a remarka- 
ble thing, only that morning when I got my plane ticke 
at the Bureau I said——” - 4 
“Do you like Rossini?” said Robinson. He handed us - 
glasses of rum for which I was most grateful at that : 
moment. ? 
‘T hope this won't make me remiss,” said Tom Wells, . 
holding his glass up to the lamp for some reason, and. 
squinting at it with one eye. He said to me, “Do you - 
like cabaret?” è 
Robinson smiled weakly and sighed. At the sound of. 
his sigh I suddenly decided to annoy him too. 
‘I love cabaret” I said, “if its good.” 
“A jolly good floor show,” said Tom Wells. 
“Extremely nice,” I said. “Do you know the Caribee : 
Club in Duke Street?” 
“Naturally,” said Wells. 51 
“And the Daub and Wattle? They do a nice floor | 
show there.” 4 
“My word,” said Wells, “we’ve got a lot in common, : 
you and I 
Robinson sat with his music, affronted. Serve you : 
right, I thought, for your inflexible pose. Give you ! 
something, I thought, to exercise detachment upon. … 
“If I had the right music and a decent dress” I: 
said, “I could perform a floor show all on my own | 
It is true that I can do a rather effective song-and- 
dance turn, and often do, to amuse my intimate. 
friends. | 
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“Got any jazz?” Tom Wells said to Robinson, who 
was putting Rossini on the other side of the record. 

He didn't answer. 

Jimmie raised his eyebrows and looked wise. 

“You and IÎ must have a chat” said Wells to me. 

Miguel was reclining on the hearth. He looked to 
one and the other of us, not following our actual con- 
versation, but feeling out for himself how things stood 
between us all. 

Jimmie sat like three wise monkeys, taking an occa- 
sional sip from his glass. It struck me he was secretly 
happy that Robinson was being slightly challenged 
and things were pepping up. 

Presently Jimmie winked at Robinson who made no 
response, sitting vigilant by his gramophone, winding 
the handle every now and again, and replacing the 
records of his Rossini. 

I left them, and went for a walk. My moods are not 
stable at the best of times. It was on this occasion I 
experienced that desire to worship the moon, and I 
thought, how remarkable, since I was a Christian: I 
thought of my grandmother bowing in the road- 
way, “New Moon, New Moon, be good to me.” 


After that, of course, I had difficulty in shaking off 
Tom Wells. He followed me about, as far as he was 
physically able. This was not very far; he was still fair- 
ly weak and still bound in his tight corset of canvas 

. strips. He resented a great deal his injuries being 
more severe than Jimmie’s or mine. 

“You two were lucky,” he would say. “That Robin- 
son,” he would say, “has no feelings or he wouldn't 
expect me to move about in my condition. Its not 

natural; Ï ought to be taking things easy.” 

“You need exercise to avoid complications, Robinson 

- says.” 
“Robinson says! Robinson says!—-Havent you any 


guts” 
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“Its his island.” 
Robinson said to me, “He seems to want jazz music. . 
I haven’t any jazz.” à 
“He thinks you very unnatural,” I said, “not having | 
a wireless.” î 
“I can’t please everybody,” Robinson said. $ 
“I wish he would stop following me.” { 
“Your own fault,” said Robinson. “You have to keep 
a man like that at a distance.” 1 
“He has his funny side,” I said. “Have you seen the 
stuff he keeps in that briefcase?” i 
It was in the heat of the day. I was peaceably. 
watching Robinson cleaning a gun. He stood in the cool. 
stone room with his back to a vaulted window which 
blazed with light. When I mentioned Tom Wells he 
stopped cleaning the gun. He said, “Tve told him that 
we are none of us interested in the contents of his. 
bag.” 
“T am,” I said, “very interested.” 
“Not while you're on this island, you arent” said . 
Robinson. | 
I had been sitting by a high table lolling with my | 
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elbows on it, but I stood up quickly. Robinson flung 
his rag on to the table and hanging up the gun on. 
the wall, took down another. 

“Try to conceal your anger,” said Robinson. 

“IT take an interest in what I please” I said. 

“Not while you’re on this island.” 

I left him, and went out to find Jimmie. On the way 
I took two cigarettes from the box on Robinson’s desk. 
Thinking it over, [ made some allowances for Robin- 
sons behavior, for he had recently been harassed by 
Wells. Only the previous day I had witnessed a scene. 
between them, when Tom Wells had made a dreadful 
fuss about some documents which he said were miss- 
ing from his briefcase. | 

say, Robinson, was this case open when you found 
it >> 
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“No, it was tight shut.” 

“It must have been open,” said Wells. “Some papers 
must have fallen out. Some important confidential 
documents. Theyre missing.” 

“The bag was not open,” Robinson said steadily. “It 
was lying about thirty yards from the plane near the 
spot where I picked you up” 

“The papers were in the case before the dia 
crashed. Now theyre gone. How d’you explain that?” 

“I am not an occultist” Robinson said. 


I found Jimmie on the patio reclining in a deck- 
chair beside Tom Wells Miguel was hovering near 
Tom Wells chair, and I could not at first see what 
they were doing. 

As I approached Wells looked round. 

“Robinson there?” he said. 

“No, he’s cleaning the guns.” 

“Makes no odds, really,’ said Tom Wells. “Only 
Robinson doesn't seem to care for these articles. He's 
a cranky bird if you like.” 

I lit one of Robinson’s cigarettes and felt in a posi- 
tion to defend him. 

“Thats a nice thing” I said pompously, “to say 
about your benefactor.” 

“Look, Janey,” he said, “all right, so what, lets put 
it at the maximum. O.K., Robinson saved my life. 
Does that give him the right to boss me around for 
three months?” 

“Its Robinson’s island,” I said. 

Miguel gazed at us both, back and forth. Mean- 
time, I noticed, spread out on the flat of Tom Wells 
bag, a number of small shining objects of curious 
shapes. 

“I commence to think,” said Jimmie, “that Robinson 
is become exceedingly cheesed.” 

“Pas devant,’ said Tom Wells, casting his eyes to- 
wards the child. 
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“Is not clandestine remark,” said Jimmie. “I declare 
to Robinson’s face the same.” | î 


I began to scrutinize the curious objects of silver 
metal spread out on Tom Wells bag. Miguel kept fin- 
gering them with delight. .{ 

“See,” said the boy to me, “Mr. Tom has given me 
one of his jewels” It was a four-leaved clover, done 
in metal, attached to a chain. Miguel slung it round 
his neck. 

“That will bring you luck,” said Tom Wells. 

“What is luck?” said the boy, for although his pro- 
nunciation of English was good, his vocabulary was 
limited to what he had learned from Robinson. 

Jimmie laughed. “Is very humorous,” he said, “that. 
the youngster should ask what is luck. Robinson does « 
not speak that word, he does not accord with the idea 
luck.” Â 

“You seem to know a lot about Robinson,” Toni 
Wells observed. i 

“Is so,” said Jimmie genially. He had not confided to - 
Tom Wells anything of a past association with Res 
son, but I could see Wells suspected this. I imagined, 
and rightly, that Robinson had advised Jimmie not to 
talk much about himself. , 

“You would think to hear you,” said Wells, “that 
Robinson was an old friend of yours, and you’d just 
dropped in.” 

Tom Wells was more transparent than I was in his 
curiosity to know the story of Robinson’s life. In time, 
I felt, bit by bit, the story would simply come to me. 
Jimmie would talk, Robinson would let fall; and so 
asked few questions. 

Tom Wells was constantly pestering us with ques- 
tions. For my part, I was as close as Robinson. In 
fact, one of the few grounds on which I understood 
Robinson was the fear of overfamiliarity which I 
shared with him. The less I said about my past life 
the better, to Tom Wells, and on an island. 
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“Tt will bring me luck. Whats luck?” Miguel was 
saying. He took the metal clover in his brown hands, 
- raised it to his wide lips and kissed it. “What's luck?” 
Jimmie and I were searching the air for a definition 
when “Long life and happiness,” said Tom Wells. 

“Now come over here, sonny, and ll show you the 
signs of the Zodiac. When were you born?” 

Miguel looked blank. 

“What month?” said Tom. “You dont have to give 
date and year. I shan’t give you a comprehensive horo- 
scope reading unless you're prepared to pay money 
for it, seeP Got any money on you?” 

I suppose he had a way with children. 

Miguel fondled his clover charm, and giggled with 


_ delight. 
“What month were you born?” 
“Don't know.” 
“When’s your birthday, you daftier” 
“Next year.” 


“What month? January, February, March, April ...P 
Come along—you pay your money and you take your 
choice.” 
“January,” said Miguel, as if he were choosing a 
color. 
“Before or after the twenty-first?” 
“Eh?” 
“What date in January? First, second, third, 
fourth . ..? Make up your mind.” 
“First,” said Miguel. 
“Thats my birthday,” I said. 
“No it is not,” said Miguel, “its mine.” 
Jimmie said, “Ts humorous.” 
“Look here,” said Wells to me, “you can't have his 
birthday. His birthdays the first of January, see?” 
Miguel danced round Wells, and picked up the 
 glittering trinkets, one by one. Wells regarded him 
with the greatest benevolence. At that moment I real- 
ized that Tom Wells bore a strong resemblance to my 
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brother-in-law, the bookie, Curly Lonsdale. He was. 
about the same age as Curly, about fifty. Like Curly, 
Tom Wells had a loose mouth in a square puffy face, » 
and would gesture continually with his square bands, 
fingers outspread. The over-intimate gurgle in the voice | 
was the same as Curly’s. 4 

The first I had heard of Curly was when my sister” 
Agnes wrote to me “Julia has married such a commons 
little man. Hes a Turf Accountant. He looks like one 
of those that seduce landladies daughters in their, 
braces. Julia is of course lucky to marry anyone. . . ? 

Years later, after my grandmothers funeral, I met 
Curly. I was not surprised to find him fairly frightful, « 
but I was enormously surprised, on this occasion and 
subsequently, to see how my son took to him. Brian. 
delighted to go spinning off with Curly in his three-. 
year-old Jaguar to the pictures on a Saturday after- 
noon. The first time, Brian was brought back at half-" 
past eight, brimming with the exotic new world which” 
he had tasted. “Curly was carrying seven hundred and 
ffty on him, he showed me, great bundles of us. 
... and after the pictures we had fish and chips in a. 
pretty nice restaurant at Leicester Square, and after. 
that we went to a house to meet a lot of Curlys 
friends. They were all playing cards, and there were 
piles and piles of cigarette ends in the ash trays and 
fivers all over the place. And the chaps were terribly 
keen on the game, they had their coats of-——” 

“Sitting in their braces,” I said. 

“Thats right. And Curlys going to take me to the 
races when the season starts.” 

“Did they give you anything to drink?” I said. 

“Oh yes. There was ginger ale. Sam—thats one of 
Curlÿs friends-gave Curly a snifter—thats brandy, 
you see, and I think he was pouring out one for me, 
but Curly said, ‘Something soft for the youngster, 
Sam, else his old woman’s going to create’ That was 
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awfully funny, because Curly winked at me; and he 
looked awfully funny.” 

“Were there any ladiesP” 

“No,” said Brian. “No dames. But there was a photo 
of a smasher on the grand piano.” 

“Do you really like Curly?” I said. 

“He's the best man in our family,” said Brian, as if 

. there were dozens to choose from. Apart from Curly 
Lonsdale the only other man in our family was Agnes’s 
husband, the doctor, Ian Brodie. From any point of 
view, it seemed to me, Curly was preferable to Ian. 
One of the things that worried me, as Ï sat on the 
patio watching Tom Wells, so like my brother-in-law 
Curly, winning his way with Miguel, was who had 
taken charge of Brian since I had been presumed 
dead; Agnes and Ian Brodie, or Julia and Curly? On 
the whole, I hoped it was Curly, whom I could never, 
myself, take to. 

“This is Ethel of the Well” said Tom Wells, picking 
out one of his trinkets. It was a large-headed female 
figure. Its mouth was cut wide from ear to ear, its 

arms stuck flat against its metal sides, and from under 
the lines of its long straight skirt protruded the repre- 
sentation of a pair of thick curling boots. “The original 
Ethel” said Wells, “was found in a well in Somerset. 
She dates back to the sixth century. Ethel has terrific 
properties as. a luck bringer; I could show you hun- 
dreds of letters from people whose life has been 
changed by Ethel.” 

. Miguel let the four-leaved clover drop on his breast 
and made a dive at Ethel of the Well. “When I think,” 
said Tom Wells, “of the business l’m losing. There's 
the magazine also. Who’s taken it over? l’ve got the 
proofs of the June number here. Well, were lucky to 
_be alive.” He fumbled in his bag. “Listen to this letter 
from a satisfied customer: ‘Dear Mr. Wells, My wife 
_and I would like to tell you that we have had incredi- 
_ble luck since you sent us Ethel of the Well. Ethel is 
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certainly the tops. My wife was dogged by ill healt 
for twelve years. Now I have got a better job, and w 
certainly swear by Ethel. Wishing you congrats an 
all the best from my wife and I, Yours faithfully, Mr. 

& Mrs. Harper Thats only one out of hundreds from 
aa ordinary folk. I get a lot of confidences, too. 
People must open their hearts to someone, mustn” 
they? I kmow thousands of secrets—some of the 
would open your eyes. Rich and poor alike, they write! 
to Tom Wells.” | 

“Ethel!” said Miguel in hushed awe. { 

“Then there’s Natty the Gnome,” said Wells. 1 

“Show me Natty,” said Miguel. 

“To Natty,” said Wells, “I owe the fact that I am here 
to tell the tale. Mind you, it isn't the first time Natty. 
has saved a life in an accident. I wish I had the letter 
here——” É 
. “It would have been luckier if there had been no 
accident,” I said. 

“There must have been a Jonah on the plane. You 
are powerless when there’s a Jonah.” | 

“Show me Natty,” said Miguel. 

Wells selected from his wares a small charm and 
handed it to the child. “You can keep that” he said, 
“Tve got others” It was a dwarf-like figure with a! 
peaked cap sitting cross-legged. “Thank God for 
Natty” he said. “Tve always had faith in Natty. We 
must be losing thousands of orders.” 

I could see Jimmie was as envious as I was of Tom. 
Wells salvage. AIl our possessions had been burnt up 
in the plane, and we had no form of competition for 
the attention of Miguel. 

“There was to be a full-page ad for Natty in the QE 
number of Your Future,” said Wells. | 

“Show me the Future,” said Miguel. | 

“Letters pour in daily from every part of the world 
from thousands of men and women of all ages’ “Wels 
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. said, “in praise of Natty the Gnome and affiliated prod- 
ucts.” 

“Mayhaps they now shall cease to write” said Jim- 
mie, “when they hear of your bad luck which has be- 
fallen.” 

“What bad luck?” said Wells aggressively. 

“Show me the Future,” said Miguel, apparently under 
the impression it was one of the metal charms. 

“Let him see the magazine,” I said. 

Wells carefully placed his range of lucky charms on 
-the patio floor; he fished emotionally into his bag and 
produced a paste-up proof of his magazine, which he 
held sorrowfully before his eyes. 

“Whats going to happen about Your Future I dont 
know,” he said. “The June number won't appear, nat- 
urally, because this here in my hand is the June num- 
ber. I prepared it while on tour, and I intended to mail 
it from Santa Maria to our offices in Paddington. What 
they are doing at Paddington, I don't know, I dare not 
think” 

“Mayhaps they all pack up,” said Jimmie, 

“They won't,” said Wells, “not while l’m alive they 
won't.” 

“By now you must be presumed dead,” I said, “like 
_ the rest of us.” 

“They will know,” said Wells. “Trust them. They 
know l’m alive, you can be sure.” 

1 “They know all about Mr. Tom,” said Miguel, who 
- seemed to feel that his friend was under attack. 

._ “You see,” said Tom, “I have friends among the Oc- 
- cult. There’ no getting away from it; they know what's 
going on in the world. lm not talking about a lot of 
ignorant fortune-tellers, mind you; these are scientists 
of every description and in every sense of the word. 
Some of them have letters after their names. They are 
people that have devoted their lives to the study of the 
unknown. I am not an adherent, mind you, of any par- 
ticular group. There are countless methods of probing 
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the mysteries of the universe. I number among my ac- | 
quaintances distinguished psychometrists, clairvoyants, 
Karma interpreters, astrologers, yoga spiritualists, di- 
vine healers, astral radiesthetists, saliva prognosticators, 
and so on and so on. They are men and women of vi- 
sion. Its the quality of the medium that counts, nat- 
rally. I go in for quality. All my friends are of high 
esoteric quality.” | 

He lapsed into a sigh of exhaustion, content merely 
to spread his square hands palm-up before him, as if 
they spoke for his cause. 

“Mr. Tom's friends kmow,” said Miguel. 

“Listen to the innocent child,” said Tom Wells. “He’s 
got the right ideas, that boy.” 

“Is this the Future?” said Miguel, holding up a me- 
dallion with cabalistic signs in red enamel round its 
perimeter. 

“Thats the Chaldean Contact Medallion, sonny. 
You’ve picked a winner there. Real enamel lettering. 
Astounding potency, and puts an end to ill-health, ex- 
haustion, fatigue, insomnia, etcetera. It is also an in- : 
fallible aid to joyous achievement. You can also keep 
that one, l’ve got plenty.” 4 

“Show him the magazine” I said, “thats what hes : 
asking for.” { 

Tom Wells frowned surreptitiously at me. “Its a bit : 
beyond him,” he whispered. “Your Future is mainly for | 
those who have passed through the early talismanic . 
stages of spiritual attainment” He tapped his sheaf of 
papers. “We have serious articles here,” he said, “by . 
professors.” 1 

“Give me Your Future, said Miguel. | 

“Give him Your Future,” I said. | 

“Its only in proof form,” said Wells. “He won’t un- : 
derstand it. Its my only copy. He has the charms, that's 


sufficient.” 


vs 


Miguel seemed to feel a sense of deprivation. 
“T want Your Future’ he observed to me. 
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“For shame” said Jimmie, “withholding these docu- 
ments from the little child.” 

“He can have it to look at,” said Wells, “but I want 
it back, mind, and I don't mean maybe” 

Miguel grabbed the pasted-up proofs and started 
turning the pages. He seemed to be attracted by the 
pictures in the advertisements, but did not waste time 
on the text. 

“T told you,” said Wells, “it wouldn’t interest the 
child.” 

Miguel sensed that his treasure was about to be re- 
moved. He clutched it to his chest and said, “Its mine.” 

“No,” said Wells, “give it back.” 

“Is cruelty,” said Jimmie, “to give to a child and then 
withdraw.” 

At that moment Robinson appeared. Miguel hastily 
grabbed from the step where he had laid them his three 
lucky charms, and clutched them fiercely, together with 
Your Future. 

“What the hells going on here?” said Robinson. He 
was looking at the lLitter of lucky charms on the floor of 
the patio around Tom Wells where he had laid them 
out. 

Tom Wells placed a hand on his ribs to indicate pain. 
“This is Mr. Wells range of su I said. “They 


_ are all vibrating with luck 


“T was decent enough to hand over that rubbish to 


_ you,” Robinson said to Wells, “on condition you kept it 


to yourself.” 
Tom Wells closed his eyes and rubbed his ribs. 
I picked up one of the charms. “This one is Ethel of 


. the Well” I said, “guaranteed to——” 


“What have you got there?” Robinson was looking 


_at Miguel. 


The boy handed over the proofs, keeping the charms 


 clenched in his other hand. 


all gasped. 


Robinson tore the proofs several times across. We 
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Eventually Wells said, “Thats an actionable offence. » 
If there wasn’t a lady present l’d tell you what I think. 
of you. That's my property you've destroyed. And while 
were on the subject l’d like to know whats happened 
to the papers that are missing from my case. They were 
top secret.” | 

Robinson said to Miguel, “What have you got there?” 

The child opened his hand and showed him the 
charms. 

“Give them back to Mr. Tom,” said Robinson, quite . 
nicely. 

“They’re mine,” said Miguel. 

“They are harmless things,” I said. 

“They bring you luck,” said the boy. 

“Listen to me, Miguel: these are evil things,” said 
Robinson, “you must give them back” | 
Miguel said, “Its cruelty to give to a child and then 

withdraw.” 

“Ts humorous,” said Jimmie. | 

Robinson looked round at us and said, “You are. 
clearly in the wrong, as my guests, to alienate the : 
child.” 

“Give those articles to Mr. Tom like a most noble . 
youth,” said Jimmie to Miguel. 

The child began to cry at this first sign of desertion. 

“Give them back to me for the meantime,” said Wells. 
“T1 keep them for you.” 

“You must not subject the boy to trickery,” said Rob- 
inson. “He must know I dont permit him to have them 
at all” 

Wells tried again, “Give the lucky charms to Robin- 
_ son,” he said, “and they may bring him some luck” 

Miguel cheered up. “Robinson can have one of 
them,” he said. “Robinson can have the medal for luck, 
T1 keep Ethel and Natty and I don't mean maybe.” 

‘T shall not keep it for luck,” said Robinson ruthless- 
ly. “IT shall throw it into the Furnace over the moun- 
tain. You see, Miguel, these bits of metal are full of 
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harm.” As he looked at them lying in the boys palm, I 


 caught an expression of nausea on Robinson’s face. I 


thought to myself, “He really believes they have evil 
properties.” 

“Miguel” I said, “give them all back to Mr. Tom, 
and presently we shall give you something better to 
make up.” 1 wondered desperately what we could give 


“You must not mislead,” said Robinson. “The fact is, 
you have nothing to give him. Apart from this rubbish 
of Wells”, and the clothes you wear, you are all, for the 
time being, destitute.” 

The boy was mildly weeping again. I said, “You 


. ought not to torment him with all this argument 


“Well” said Robinson, “I shall not take the things 
from him by force. In any case, I wouldn’t care to han- 
dle them.” 

“Thats rather superstitious of you,” I said. 

I could see that Robinson was furious. As if retorting 
to a challenge, he lifted up a few of the charms from 
the patio and examined them. He really hated handling 
them. 

Suddenly he poured them into Wells lap and said, 


. “Bella is sick, Miguel. Come and have a look at her 


paris 


: Wells. 


Bella was the goat. “Bella” said Miguel. He followed 
Robinson, putting the amulets in his pocket. 
“There's something wrong with that man,” said Tom 


“Its Robinson'’s island,” I said. 

“Tm a British citizen,” said Wells. “He has destroyed 
my property. Those are the simple facts; l’Il take it up 
with the authorities when we get home.” 

He started picking up the pieces of his magazine. 
This was difficult owing to his encased ribs. Jimmie 


. and Î scrambled round trying to help him. When we : 


had gathered all the bits I had an idea, and obtained 

some transparent sticky tape from Robinson’s desk. 
I brought this out to the patio and set about piecing 
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the torn pages together like a jigsaw. Like Miguel, I 
found the advertisement section with its supporting 
photographs the most alluring. There was an intense 
turbanned Indian, a scholarly fellow in horn-rimmed 
glasses, a motherly soul, a good-looking young man in 
a monks cowl, a wild-eyed girl resembling Emily 
Brontë, all accompanied by appropriate announce- 
ments, which also fascinated me. 
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BARI SAWIMI can provide Tactile Regenera- 
tion. Send fragment of Personal Garb, cloth 3” x 7” 
for immediate postal reply & satisfaction. P.O. 37s. 
6d. no cheques to “Bari Sawimi”, Box 957 Your Fu- 
ture. 


MURIEL THE MARVEL with her X-ray eyes. 
Can read your very soul. Scores of satisfied 
clients. ..… 


CONSULT BROTHER DEREXK. Troubled? Anx- 
ious? Is that well-paid job just out of your reach? 
Write to Brother Derek. ... 


I discovered in one of the pictures a touched-up like- : 
ness of Wells himself, entitled Dr. Benignus. 


Trust DR. BENIGNUS. Treat him as your Father. 
FREE advice to all readers of Your Future and 
members of the Dr. Benignus Magic Circle of 
Friendship. Financial, Matrimonial and Moral 
Problems treated in Strictest Confidence. Dr. Ben- 


ignus has brought Consolation and Pre to 
Thousands. ... 


At last I had the proofs complete, though ragged. 

“Thats sweet of you, honey,” said Wells. 

“Ts not to call Miss January honey,” said Jimmie, “as 
if she was a trumpet, and any——” 
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“You mean strumpet,” I said. 

“Strumpet,” said Jimmie, “and any indignities vented 
upon this lady, I black your eye full sore.” 
- Tom Wells clasped his ribs, closed his eyes, and ad- 
- dressed me: “To be serious for a moment, there’s an 
1 article in this issue that will appeal to you. See page 
- twelve. Its called ‘Are We Fulfilling the Prediction of 
: the Apocalypse? ? 
…_ “Ts serious,” said Jimmie. 
| “Naturally” said Wells, “is extremely serious.” 

“I mean, that I black your eye,” said Jimmie. 
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À reach the other side of the island there was no 
way but over the mountain. From our plateau it rose. 
steeply, but the path wound to east and north-east, cut-, 
ting off the higher reaches, and descending through 
stretches of squelchy moss on the lava rocks, through 
juniper woods to a green plain at the North Arm. At: 
some points on the path where the clumps of juniper lay » 
above, and only a thin white sunlight penetrated the 
clouds, the scene was sharp, its dark and light the tex- . 
ture of a woodcut. In direct sunlight a variety of. 
greens twinkled suddenly, glimpses of mossy craters. 
Curious red lights appeared, which I later discovered . 
were caused by vapors rising from the soil like rusty 
dew. To the west of this route the mountain was pitted 
with deep wide craters. The shallower pits were filled : 
with iridescent blue and green pools. This was the 
moonish landscape of which Robinson had spoken. The. 
feel of the earth underfoot, the colors, even the air, 
were strange. 

I have never seen so many mountain springs. Robin- 
son said these little brooks were constantly appearing, 
so that every time he crossed the mountain, which was 
about every month, he would notice some two or three 
new springs. Ât a point just above our plateau, where 
the rock was uncovered and the sun particularly 
strong, Î saw a small cactus type of plant, and, from 
the wedge of rock where the cactus had taken root, 
and as if from the plant itself, a small stream bubbling 
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_ with force. This was on the occasion of my first cross- 

- ing the mountain. I was with Robinson, who was bound 
for a certain mineral spring which contained strong 
healing properties: he thought it might cure his sick 
goat. Robinson was very taken by the sight of the water 
apparently gushing from the cactus. “Thats a new 
spring,” he said. He left me there and went back to 
the house to get his camera. I still have the print of 
the photograph. It looks a fake, the cactus opening its 
thick lips, like a carved fountain gryphon, to disgorge 

._ a stream of water. 

- Robinson walked ahead. He addressed me over his 

_ shoulder, 

“Are you keeping up your journal?” 

“No, l've lost interest lately.” 

“You should write it up every day.” 

- “I don't care for it. I may continue later” 

“You should care for it. I thought you were a writer.” 
- “You dont catch me writing anything unless it suits 
me, I said. 

“Ah,” he said, “TI see. You write for pleasure. Taken 
to its logical conclusion your attitude——” 

“Look at the mimosa clump,” I said. There was a 
coppice on a plateau below us, and at its edge about 
six mimosa trees. I am always angered when people 

say to me, “Taken to its logical conclusion your atti- 
Ftude . . 

“Keep up your journal” he said. “It will take your 

mind off Jimmie.” 

“T dont see that I want to keep my mind of Jim- 
mie,” I said. 

. Of course, working over this conversation later, in 
my fury, I regretted not having replied, “You are inso- 
lent,” or something like that. 


= Jimmie and I had been planning an expedition over 
the mountain, and after some hesitation we had con- 
sulted Robinson about the route. I had, in fact, at- 
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© tempted to pump Miguel as to the best way across the 
mountain, but “Ask Robinson,” he said. 

“I dont suppose there’s anything worth seeing on 
thé mountain,” I said purposely. 

Miguel laughed, and then to give me something to 
think about he said, ; 

“There are three secret tunnels.” : 

“T1 believe them when I see them,” I said. ; 

“Ask Robinson,” he said. 

Jimmie and I did not particularly want to ask Rob- | 
inson. We would have preferred to set out on our own, “ 
for we felt that Robinson would somehow contrive not 

to take us both together. As it transpired, this was true. 
Robinson had made it clear that he was not in favor of 
_ my friendship with Jimmie. Now it is true that I was … 
_ becoming rather attached to Jimmie, mostly because 
of our situation on the island, and the qualities of the 
island, the colors and the atmospherics and mists, and 
that sort of thing. 
One afternoon when Tom Wells was sleeping, Robin- 
son and Miguel fishing in one of the streams above our 
plateau, I said to Jimmie, “Let's get out of this.” 
“Wbhither?” said Jimmie. 
“Over the mountain, perhaps?” 
He shook his head. “I know not the mountain” 
“What other parts of the island do you know?” I said. 
“The burial ground,” he said. | 
Robinson had promised to show us all of the island. 
It was now our eighth week. My only excursion had 
_ been that to the beach by the southern path. Tom 
Wells, partly because of his injury and partly because. 
of a lazy incuriosity, did not attempt to explore very 
much; I thought he seemed to wish to reproduce about 
himself as far as possible the environment of his maga- 
zine office at Paddington. Robinson had put a desk in 
his room, where he had his papers spread before hi 
and wrote articles for forthcoming numbers of Your 
Future on paper sadly provided by Robinson. Some- 
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times he read such of Robinson’s books as would hold 

. his attention. He complained much of the food, the cli- 
mate, and the money he was losing by his incarceration 
on the island—that is how he expressed it. “This en- 
forced incarceration,” he said every day, along with 
other often repeated phrases such as “My wifes gone 
over to her sister’s, I daresay”, “We’re lucky to be 
alive”, and “Theres something unnatural about that 
Robinson.” He complained, too, of Robinson’s having 
wheedled the trinkets out of Miguel and cast them in 
a live crater known as the Furnace: “That Robinson's 
a religious maniac,” or “That man goes crazy if you give 
the child a kind look.” 

_ On one occasion when Robinson had been particu- 

. Jarly irritated by my winning Miguel's praise for a very 
fine ping-pong match with Bluebell, it occurred to me 

. that I, compared with Robinson, Jimmie, and Tom 
Wells, was bearing up pretty well in the circumstances. 
Having mused thus, I immediately helped myself to 
four of Robinson’s share of the cigarettes, to safeguard 
my soul against the deadly sin of pride. It is really 
mortifying to do a small mean injury to someone; but 
a theologian once told me that this is not sound doc- 
trine. 

__ Jimmie observed my theft, and while I lit up and 
 luxuriously puffed one of the plundered cigarettes I 
explained the motive to Jimmie. It was then, it being 
the early afternoon and Tom Wells being asleep, that I 
said, “Lets get out of this” We planned an excursion 
for the following day. Jimmie led the way to the burial 
ground which lay slightly to the north-west of our pla- 
teau, less than a mile from the house, We had a short 
steep climb; after that the downward slope was easy. 
On the western side of the mountain there were a few 
lava pits, but not nearly so many as I subsequently saw 
on my north-eastern crossing with Robinson. I was sur- 
prised to see that the plane had been wrecked, not on 
one of the hefty cliff faces of our mountain, but on a 
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gentle green hillside, merging into downland. Here, on” 
the night of the crash, Robinson had found us, Jimmie” 
wandering in a daze-with blood running down his face, # 
I unconscious and lying still as death on my side, Tom 
Wells groaning and twisting by the light of the brel 
plane. Eventually, as dawn broke, and Jimmie was 


_ calmed, he and Robinson had carried us to the shore 


of the green and blue lake. 

Quite nearby, in a flat-bottomed hollow, Jimmie and 
Robinson had buried the dead, and lest the graves 
were not deep enough-—since two gravediggers for de | 
remains of twenty-six dead are too few for deep dig- 
ging—they had unsettled a number of rock boulders. 
and lava lumps from the sides of the mound surround- 
ing the hollow, rolling them down into the graveyard. » 
These newly uprooted rocks, some a sort of porous red » 
and some black lava, littered the hollow, protecting | 
the burial ground from disturbances of mist and rain, « 
until the pomegranate men should arrive in August and - 
perhaps be persuaded to work over the graves, thus to 
give the bodies more security. 

Sometimes, on the plateau where Robinson’s house . 
stood, when the wind was from the north or east, a curi- | 
ous smell of burning would pervade the atmosphere, | 
penetrating the rooms. It was sulphurous. Robinson 
said it came from a bubbling eruption still lively on 
the mountain, which he called the Furnace. . 

“T should like to see the Furnace,” I said. | 

‘T will take you there, one day.” | 

Whenever the wind was north-east, bringing the 
burning sulphur smell, I had reminded him of his 
promise. | 

Sitting with Jimmie above the burial ground I no- 
ticed a burnt-out smell, although there was no wind. 

“There must be a molten lava pit nearby,” I said. | 

“Is the odors of the aeroplane which you smell,” said 
Jimmie. He rose and beckoned to me. I followed him 
down the hill and there, to our left, lay the wreck of 
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the plane, reclining on its grassy slope, and still, after 
eight weeks, giving of a smell of burning as a dead 
. fire-eating dragon might smell in its decay. 


When I saw the wreck I started to cry. Jimmie saïd, 
“Ah mel Partake of a drop of brandy.” Even so, I could 
not stop crying, even though I giggled at Jimmie’s 
words, and even though I had already, many times 
since my recovery from the accident, pictured to my 
mind the scene of the wreck, attempting to realize it as 
an exercise for pity, since pity is an emotion which 
does not come easily in the bewilderment and first 


… fears of a very strange environment. 


I do not know whether it was for pity that I wept 
at the sight of the wreck, only that I could not stop 


 crying. We walked on until both the wreck and the bur- 
. ial ground were concealed behind a grassy hump, and 


we settled, watching the sea shimmering below us, but 


. still I went on crying. 


We had a picnic pack with us—two guavas, some ba- 
nana cream biscuits and a bottle filled with the pale 
yellow mineral water which Robinson and Miguel fre- 


* quently brought from the mountain. Jimmie opened 


the pack and poured out a drink for me into an enamel 


- mug. Although I was crying hard I thought it looked 
- yellower than usual, and when I tasted it I said, “What 


. have you put in it?” recognizing the taste and glow of 
 brandy. 


*] 


“Where did you get the brandy?” I said, at the same 


. time weeping away. 


. Jimmie took his leather and silver flask from his jack- 


- et pocket and held it to my nose. “I give you a drop 
. more should you desire.” 


a 


“Where did you get it?” 


D “Ts personal gift which I have received from a kins- 


man. When I am salvaged from the aeroplane, so also 
‘is my worthy flask.” 

I did remember Jimmie’s flask in the plane, and his 
sharing his brandy with me there. I said, dabbing my 
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_ the splash of liquor. 


eyes, “Where did you get the brandy—I know that the 


flask is yours but where did you get the brandy?” For, « 
on the plane, Jimmie and I had emptied his flask be-" 
tween us. i 
Jimmie looked lovingly at the flask, smelt it, and } 
then, placing it next his ear, swilled it round to hear | 
: 

! 


“Is salvage,” he said. “Alas, drink up and weep no 

more.” 
I knew it was not salvage from the plane. The few » 

battered bits of luggage that had been found in the vi- 


cinity of the wreck had been examined and labeled by à 


Robinson, and some of the clothes distributed to Tom | 
_ Wells and Jimmie for their present needs, I refusing » 


such creepy garments. Certainly, there was no liquor » 
intact in those far-flung battered and pathetic suitcases. , 

“Salvage from where?” I said, with my simply physi- ” 
cal tears streaming. “From Robinson?” I said. ; 

And I said, “Look here, Jimmie, this is Robinson’s - 
brandy. You shouldn’t take Robinson’s brandy.” | 

“Ts in order to mortify my immortal soul, I help my- 
self” said Jimmie, “like you have declared to me. And * 
after all, bloody hell, a little of that which you fancy : 
does good things to one” He took a spotted silk scarf ! 


from his neck and gave it over to me to use for a hand- 


C7 


_ of mine” But he stopped, and presently he said, 


kerchief, since my own was wet with my crying. He 
poured himself out a portion of new brandy. I did not 
notice at the time, but realized later that the scarf was 
salvage. Meantime, I used it to cry into. 

Jimmie lay back on his elbows and sipped. 

“Many times past when Robinson has been old buddy 


“Robinson approaches.” 
I looked up, and saw Robinson’s head bobbing be- 
hind a hill some distance away, then, after a space, his 
head and shoulders behind a nearer mound, until grad-. 
‘ he wholly appeared, climbing up to our pienic 
place. 
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_ “What are you crying for?” he said, looking from me 


_ to Jimmie and then back at me. 


I giggled, without stopping crying, at his suspicious 


. look. I did quite like Robinson, but lately in his anxiety 


to keep order on his island he had seemed to me rather 
quaint. 
“She laments for the aeroplane disaster, I guess” 


said Jimmie leaning still on his elbows and sipping the 


hd 


brandy. 

It did not sound quite convincing, which caused me 
to giggle again. At this Robinson looked hard at me, 
and then he said, “Take some brandy.” And still look- 
ing closely at me he addressed Jimmie, “Give her some 


- brandy.” This surprised us both, for he had not seemed 


. to have observed the flask cup in Jimmie’s hand, far 
» less that it contained brandy. 


“I have some here,” I said, holding up the enamel 
mug. 

Robinson put his nose inside. 

“Whats that mixture?” 

“Mineral water and a dash of—” 

“Not my best brandy?” said Robinson. 

“Ts so, naturally. Have sense,” said Jimmie, 

“Do you mean to say,” said Robinson, “that you have 


. put my best brandy into mineral water? No wonder 
January is crying.” 


I understood that he was making this fuss about his 
best brandy to save us the embarrassment of the ques- 
tion why we had his brandy at all, and I thought it 


rather nice of him. 


“It tastes very good with mineral water,” I said. 
The tears continued to pour from my eyes. 

“Is woeful,” said Jimmie. 

Robinson sat down beside us. He said to Jimmie, 
“Any left in the flask?” 

“Plenty.” 

Jimmie handed him the flask. Robinson passed it to 


me and told me to take a good swig, which I did. 
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The brandy glow, almost like an emotion itself, 
began to spread within me. I felt it was demanded that 
I should say something about my crying. I did not 
know what to say. I thought of saying, “I feel such a 
fool” but stopped myself, reflecting that women usual- » 
ly say this when they cry. I said, “Oh dear, I dont know 
what to say.” But this sounded to me the depth of in- 
anity. 

y a cigarette,” said Robinson, and offered me his « 
open cigarette case. 

“No,” I said, “you have one of mine” I fished into 
our picnic pack and brought out the envelope in which 
I kept my cigarettes. { 

“AI right, I will” said Robinson. “Many thanks » 
Not that I cared much, I was too absorbed in my cry- … 
ing. 

ï stopped for a bit, while I smoked the cigarette. 

“I wish I had some make-up for my face,” I said, 
trying to think up and utter some concrete complaint. : 
And it was true that while I was on the island I greatly 
missed my make-up; I do not care to go about with 
nothing on my face so that everyone can see what is 
written on it. One of the day-dream fantasies that came 
to me like homesickness when I was on the island, was ” 
a make-up session. In my mind, I would be in my bed- 
room at home, performing the smoothing and cream- 
ing and painting of my face, going through the whole - 
ritual of smoothing and patting, down to the last touch » 
of mascara, taking my leisure, one hour, two hours. 
Whereas in reality, at home, I make up my face rather 
quickly, and only when, rarely, the idea seizes me do - 
I make a morning of it, 

“We have some stuff among the salvage” said Rob- 
inson. “You could use that, if you feel it absolutely : 
necessary.” | 

“No fear,” I said, and started to cry again. | 

“It isn't absolutely necessary,” said Robinson. î 
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“Ts essential,” said Jimmie, “for a lady that she adom 
her visage with a bit of paint.” 
“Simply and factually it isn't essential,” said Robin- 
- son, “but I have no objection to it.” 

How it annoyed me when Robinson stated what he 

had or hadn’t objections to! I stopped crying. I said, 
“Your objections aren’t in question.” I started to pack 
our bag as a sign that the picnic was over. It was not 
the first time that Robinson had intruded when Jimmie 
and I were out picnicking. 

Robinson, as if he knew what was in my mind, said 
to Jimmie, “I came to tell you about Bella. She’s been 
vomiting. Milk her as usual but throw away the milk 
in case it is infected.” 

He hurried on ahead while Jimmie and I followed. 
We stopped to watch the mist as it began to form, 
swirling like curdled milk below us. 


E: 
| 
i 
4 
4 
À 
À 


It was the afternoon of the next day that I crossed 
. the mountain with Robinson to procure mineral water 
- for the goat. Jimmie had wanted to accompany us but 
* Robinson had found an emergency to prevent him: 
_ dampness in the storehouse. All the packages had to 
be moved, and the piping behind one of the walls re- 


à placed. 
; “Keep up your journal; it will keep your mind off 
. Jimmie.” 
- To which, of course, I should have replied, “You are 
- insolent.” 


And while I answered, “T don’t see that I want to 
_ keep my mind off Jimmie,” I was wondering how best, 
* during the five weeks remaining to me on the island, 
- to preserve some freedom from Robinson’s interference 
L in the matter of Jimmie, while retaining his protection 
. from Wells. 
Robinson inquired, “Has Jimmie told you much 
æ bout himself?” 
I said, “Jimmie has told me a lot about you.” 
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“What has Jimmie told you?” I expected that ques- . 
tion. Looking round, I saw Miguel above and behind 
us, following. Watching him, I sorted out my few sen- ! 
sations, and noted, one, that Miguel must have ap- … 
proached subterraneously, and, two, that I felt rather 
sorry for Robinson. It is hard for a recluse, and such » 
an upright one, to feel his seclusion threatened by . 
others’ knowing a little about him. 

“Here comes Miguel,” I said. | 

Robinson made an effort to look interested in Mi- 
guels approach, then he casually repeated, “What has 
Jimmie told you?” He gave an amused chuckle, as if 
to say, whatever he has told you isn’t to be taken seri- « 
ously. 

“Hallo there, Miguel,” I shouted. The truth is, I have 
a sharp tongue when I am annoyed, and it is better 
to say anything beside the point rather than what I 
might say, at such moments, pointedly. 

Miguel was grinning happily as he clambered behind 


us. 
“You came by a secret tunnel,” I observed to him. 
Robinson looked surprised for a second, then de- 
feated, as if his last friend had betrayed him. It is 
always the same with people who make a fetish of self- 
control: they strike the most histrionic attitudes. How 
was I to know that the existence of the underground 
channels was supposed to be a secret? 
Fortunately Miguel did not seem embarrassed by my . 
remark. | 
“From this point” said Robinson, who was a little. 
way above me, “you get a sight of the sea on both 
sides: Vasco da Gama’s Bay on the north, and our : 
Pomegranate Bay on the south. I call it the Pome-. 
granate Bay because that's where the pomegranate boat - 
puts in.” 
It was, very much, a splendid sight. I was prepared : 
to say no more on the troublesome subject of the. 
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à HS caves, but Miguel devilishly put in, T 
know all the secret tunnels on the island.” 

‘T should like to see them,” I said. 

“They are nothing much,” said Robinson, “they are 
slimy holes in the mountain. In one of them there a 
point where you have to crawl on your stomach. And 
they are, of course, no longer secret.” 

“She doesn't know them,” said Miguel. 

“T only know of them,” I said. 

“She doesn't know the secret tunnels,” said Miguel 
again with delight. 

“I can smell the Furnace” I said. I could also hear 
- the rumbling, and presently I saw the red earthy 
: smoke rising in puffs on the far side of a hill. 
4 
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_ On the side of the crater from which we approached 
the slope leading to its pit was fairly gradual, covered 
with tropical foliage, plants thick as ox tongues, but 
- green from the numerous rivulets that scored this 
+ bank. As these streams of water reached the bottom 
- of the crater they sizzled and steamed, this sound and 
- vapor mixing with the rumble and sulphurous clouds 
: of the eruption. The far wall of the crater was steep 
and sheer, and it was against this cliff that the breakers 
- of red cloud beat and dispersed so that we could stand 
> on the lip of the crater at our side watching the 
bubbling opposite, without much discomfort. From 
. where we stood it would have been easy to walk down 
- or slide into the bottom. But from the opposite edge 
. it was a sheer drop. 
- “How awful to fall in,” I said. “No one would sur- 
= vive it.” 
Robinson said, “The body would be sucked under 
immediately. There is a continuous action of suction 
- and rejection going on down there.” He added, “Cu- 
# riously, if you throw in anything sizeable the eruption 
_ gives out a sort of scream. There must be a narrow 
Ê tubular shaft leading down from the pit of the crater, 
ET the suction action through this narrow pipe causes 
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the sound, do you see?” I didn't see, but I lifted rs. 
biggest stone I could manage, and sent it rolling into . 
the milling mud. It gave out a Very dreadful scream. 

“Sometimes,” said Robinson, “without provocation . 
it sighs.” 

I should like to hear it sigh,” I said. 

Miguel was halfway down the bank, picking some 
large-petaled flowers which seemed to have been by 
their original nature blue, but through the constant ac- 
tivity of red vapor had evolved to streaky mauve. 

“Dont go too far, Miguel” Robinson called. “Its : 
slippery further down, and you might find yourself 
sliding in. We shan’t come and drag you back” 

Miguel laughed. He said, “The flowers are for Mr. 
Tom.” 

On the way back, Robinson once more referred to 
my journal. 

“Keep it up. You will be glad of the notes later on. 
After all, you did intend to write about islands.” 

“Not this island,” I said. 

“Man proposes and God disposes,” he said. 

I thought, theres something in that, and a pity you 
dont keep it in mind when your own scheme of 
things is upset. 

I had been commissioned to write about islands in . 
a series which included books about threes of every- 
thing. Three rivers, three lakes, and threes of moun- : 
tains, courtesans, battles, poets, old country houses. I 
was supposed to be doing Three Islands. Two of my. 
chosen islands I already knew well: Zanzibar and 
Tiree. I had thought one of the Azores would complete 
an attractive trio. Someone else, now, has written the. 
book on Three Islands. I believe someone has added | 
to the series Three Men in My Life. 

Robinson continued to harp on the advantages of my 
keeping a journal. My anger had dwindled to nothing. 
at the sight of the Furnace, and in a more congenial 
humor I said, “Oh well, FI] see.” 
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- “Stick to facts” said Robinson. “There’s the Furnace 
for one. And there are so many curious things on the 
- island—the moths, have you noticed? And those very 

long lizards, the trees, those miniature junipers in the 
- stunted parts of the mountain, the ferns.” 

I thought, “And the derelict croft, the lack of culti- 

_ vation.” 

As if I had said it, he continued, 

“You have not seen my pomegranate orchard.” 
“No,” I said. “Perhaps youll take us there” 
He was silent for the rest of the journey home. 


s 
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Chapter VII | 


: 
5 was chasing butterflies on the patio. Tom 


Wells was indoors sitting in his braces. Jimmie was. 


. with Robinson repairing the leaky pipe behind the’ 


_ storehouse. Miguel was sitting at the kitchen table’ 


Æ, 
_# 


doing his arithmetic. I sat in the sun, extremely tired 
in my bones after the crossing of the mountain on the: 
previous day. I was making an entry in my journal: 
Wednesday, 30th June—Robinson was bomm at Gi- 
braltar in 1903, of a wealthy military family. He 
was educated in England and France. Then, about 
the age of twenty-four he entered an Irish semi- 
nary to study for the priesthood. This was highly 
regarded by his widowed mother, a Catholic, 
whose only child Robinson was. His father had 
been killed in 1917. 
After a period in the seminary, and just before 
he was due to become a Deacon, Robinson re- 
fused to be ordained. He traveled in Spain, Italy, 
and South America, making observations of Cath- 
olic practices, and at the end of a year he left the 
Church on account of what he considered its 
superstitious character. In particular he objected to 
the advancing wave of devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin, and to this effect he wrote many letters 
to Catholic papers and articles later collected into 
a book entitled The Dangers of Marian Doctrine. 
Still professing the Catholic faith himself, Robin- 
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son maintained that the Church had fallen into 
heresy. 

Robinson fought with the Republicans in Spain, 
but suffered a revulsion and deserted after six 
months. He then retired to Mexico, where he lived 
on a deserted ranch for some ten years. 

In 1946 Robinson’s mother died. He returned to 
bury her. He entrusted his considerable fortune to 
an uncle resident in Gibraltar with interests in 
Tangier. He bought this island which was then 
called Ferreira, from a Portuguese called Ferreira. 
He has been living here ever since. 

His full name is Miles Mary Robinson. For 
some reason not clear to me one does not call him 
Mr. Robinson, nor imagine anyone calling him 
Miles. 


+ I sat limply in the cane chair, exhausted by this 
assembling of facts. I had enjoyeà the small catty task 
—since by his “stick to facts” Robinson had not meant 
facts about himself-and now obtained satisfaction 
from the thought, “He has got what he asked for,” 
but I could not rest in this simple thought. I was not 
even certain at this time whether all these facts were 

true. I had got them from Jimmie. 

_ I was wondering again which of my sisters would 
consider herself Brian’s guardian. He had recently gone 
away to school, and it was a question whether, when 
the summer holidays started, he would reside in the 
home of Curly Lonsdale or Ian Brodie. 

I had seen, lying on Robinson’s desk, his publica- 
tion The Dangers of Marian Doctrine, with pages of 
penciled addenda on which he was apparently still 
working. 

My brother-in-law Ian, a Catholic from the time of 
his birth, and rather aggressive about his religion, was 
always using that word, danger, in connection with 
Our Blessed Lady, though for my part I did not see 
79 


the connection. On returning from his continental 
holidays Ian frequently wrote to the Catholic news- 
papers letters of concern about the Marian excesses he} 
had witnessed at feast-day processions in Italy or 


Spain, and their danger. What, he once demanded ofs 


me, were the bishops thinking of to permit these dan-+ 
gerous extravagances? 

“LI dont know, Ian,” I said, “what bishops think of, 
for I don’t know any bishops.” 

“Any good Catholic,” said Ian, “should be horrified. 
to see the Mother of God worshipped as if she were. 
a pagan goddess.” | 

“Do you believe in pagan goddesses?” I said. “Do: 
you believe they exist, have power?” 

“Well, in the psychological sense——” 

“I mean, in the real substantial sense.” 

“No, not exactly.” | 

“Then I don't see the danger. Prayers addressed to! 
the Blessed Virgin are not likely to be received by 
pagan goddesses.” ; 

“There’s a question of distortion of doctrine,” said. 
Ian. “These people make more fuss of the Blessed Vir- 
gin than of Jesus Christ. That's dangerous. And its be- 
coming prevalent all over the world. l’ve just written 
a letter ——” 

“I don't see that devotions to the Blessed Virgin are 
likely to be rewarded with the gift of corrupt doc- 
trine.” : 

“It puts people off the Faith,” said Ian. | 

“What people?” 

“Non-Catholics, lapsed Catholics, respectable Chris- 
tians. .. ” 

“There's always a stumbling-block. If it isnt Re 
thing its another.” I was thinking of Ian himself, an 
how for years I was put off the Catholic Church be- 
cause he was a member, and carping exponent, of it. 

“I said in my letter,” Ilan continued, “‘it is time 
these dangerous impurities were purged—— ” | 
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After that I seldom argued with Ian lest he should 
. win the argument. He could support himself with a 
_ range of theological reference unknown to me, and 
which I simply did not trust him to handle rightly. 
Moreover, he was a Catholic by birth, and I but a 
convert; those hereditary Catholics cannot bear to be 
opposed by newcomers. And again, perhaps most im- 
- portant, Î was partly afraid of Ian Brodie, obscurely 
: endangered by him. 

Agnes had told me once that her husband was sex- 
ually impotent. She had no right to tell me any such 
thing, but I felt she was not telling me anything that 
I did not really already know. To this day, I vaguely 
. feel that Ian’s impotence is in some way bound up 

with his suspicions of the Blessed Virgin, which he 
 termed jealousy for the True Faith—a phrase which I 

noticed Robinson had used in his publication. 

During these first weeks on the island I was in- 
. creasingly struck by similarities between Robinson 

and Ian Brodie. At the time I exaggerated them, but 
still, tenuously, they existed. Robinson, short, muscu- 
lar and dark-skinned, did not at casual sight look any- 
thing like long seedy Ian Brodie; only a likeness be- 
tween the shape of their heads came to me at odd 
times. But Robinson was far more intelligent and more 
controlled. 

Again, Robinson’s anti-Marian fervor was far more 
interesting to me than lan’s, for with Robinson it was 
an obsession of such size that he had left the Church 

because of it; he had formed for himself a system 
bound by a simple chain of identities: Mariology was 
identified with Earth mythology, both were identified 
with superstition, and superstition with evil. Sterile no- 
tion as it seemed to me, still it was a system and he 
had written it up in his book. Ian Brodie, on the other 
hand, was dark with inarticulate emotions about 
religion, which his spasmodic rationalizations failed to 
| satisfy; he was mean by temperament, was a miserable 
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minimist, and was forever demonstrating how far h 
could go against the Church without being excommu-\ 
nicated. 

And whereas Ï could never really dislike Robinson,’ 
I hated Ian Brodie’s guts. | 

But when Robinson showed his anxiety to Le 
authority on his island, to know what was going on 
between us, to prevent our quarreling or behavings 
other than impersonally, and to prevent our making. 
friends with Miguel, and, most of all, to detect any. 
possibility of a love affair between Jimmie and me, I: 
was reminded of Ian Brodie, and noticed very much 
the shape of Robinson’s head. I was reminded of in“ 


 stances of Ian Brodies extraordinary urge to ferret 
into my private life, and in particular of a morning 


towards the end of the Easter holidays when I said to. 
my son Brian, “Lets get out of this.” I telephoned to: 
Agnes, who had arranged to come to tea next day, to’ 
tell her I was going abroad for a couple of days. 

We went to Dieppe, then caught a bus to Rouen. 
I was sitting alone outside a café looking at a towen. 
with a big clock, Brian having gone for a walk round. 
about. I half noticed an English car passing. I was 
feeling too agreeable with life to be on the alert for 
anything whatsoever. The car passed again. Brian re- 
turned to announce he had found a pastry-cook 
owned by a man by the name of Marcel Proust, 4 
this seemed to us both excessively funny. The English» 
car passed again. I saw immediately that it was Ian: 
Brodie’s Singer, and that Ian was driving. 

‘T thought he was in Germany,” said Brian. So did. 
I think he was in Germany. I felt sure he had followe 
us. Ï was wrong, but he deserved to be the victim of 
my suspicions, because of the suspicious way he wa 
driving round and round, past the café where I 4 
been sitting alone. I was not wrong in this, that hav 
ing caught sight of me alone in Rouen, he had de- 
termined to find out who my companion was. He wa: 
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was Pre I never, in fact, had a lover, or whether 
_ I had, but effectively concealed the fact, you may be 


the time I became aware of his absorption in this ques- 
tion, to keep him guessing; and always, should his 
horrible curiosity about my private life appear to flag, 


which, on his greedy investigation, led him nowhere. 
| That time in Rouen, when he had noticed that we … 
- had recognized him, it was too late for him to stop 
- with any show of innocence. However, in about ten 
- minutes he passed again, this time going through the 
- motions of recognition. 
- ‘I could hardly believe my eyes. What are you 
. doing here?” I should have replied, “What are you 
- doing here?” But I said, “Oh, just looking round, 
- while Brian said, “Taking the air” 
+ “Oh” he said, looking from one to the other of us. 
“Well, no wonder you're always hard up.” 

“Will you have some coffee?” said Brian. 


- Robinson appeared on the patio carrying three pack- 
ing cases bound together by string. I shut my note- 
- book guiltily; he noticed this, and I thought, now he 
… has guessed that l’ve been writing about him. I was 
À coming to terms with this slightly disturbing thought, 
. when he said, 


. love affair, but he never succeeded; and whether this 


sure Jan Brodie is still guessing. It was my plan, from 


I revived it quickly by some careful chance reference … 


“I ought to have a mule. l’ve always resisted having 


- mule because the nuisance of keeping animals on 
Be island sometimes exceeds their usefulness.” I won- 
. dered if this was some obscure reference to me, then 
. immediately decided it wasn't. Sometimes I had to re- 
sist a tendency to read deep nasty meanings into Rob- 
É words. 
“A mule would be useful for crossing the mountain,” 
_ I observed. 
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“Exactly” said Robinson. “I have to take all tes | 
packages over the mountain on foot.” 

Jimmie came round from the store-house with two. 
bundles of cartons. They seemed to be heavy. 

Tom Wells emerged from the house in his braces, 
stretching his arms and yawning. “What's afoot?” he 


. said. 


Jimmie pointed to the cartons. “Is commodlities 
gone to rot.” 

“Which, what?” said Wells. He had obviously been 
deeply sleeping. | 
Robinson said, “A certain amount of my tinned food 

is inconsumable. It has to be disposed of quickly.” 

“We open these big tins,” said Jimmie, “we look, we 
look away; we look again, and look away.” 

There were high stacks of tinned food in the store- 
house, great six-pounders as well as the small grocer’s- 
shop kind. 

“What about the rest of them?” I said. 

“They are all right” said Robinson. “It is only part. 
of the last consignment that is damaged.” 

Jimmie, anxious to console him, said, “We dump 
them in the ocean.” 

“We dump them in the Furnace” said Robinson 
wearily, “and I wish I had a mule.” 

“Look” said Wells, “you dont want to cart that 
muck over the mountain.” 

I said, “Chuck them over the cliff, then follow them 
down to the sea.” | 

“Chuck them over the cliff and keep following them 
down,” said Jimmie. 

“They must go into the Furnace” said Robinson. | 
“The food is bad. The tins are opened. The sea will. 
throw them up again, and I can’t have my beach lit-. 
tered with rank meat. The Furnace is final.” 

“The sharks will demolish them,” I said. 


“Not in tins,” said Robinson. “They draw the HE 
at tins.” 
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It seemed to me that Robinson was particularly per- 
verse. He heaved the first pack on to his shoulder by 
its rope and set off for the mountain. Jimmie wanted 
to accompany him. Robinson firmly refused his help. 
“Be a decent chap and stack up the stuff in the store. 
Put down plenty of disinfectant. The place stinks.” 

The smell of the two remaining packs of cartons 


. was fairly fierce. I prepared to accompany Jimmie to 


the store-house with buckets of Jeyes Fluid, while 
Tom Wells clutched his ribs. “I hope all the rest of 
the food is in good condition. There’s five weeks to 
go. We could easily starve,” he said. 

“Is in good condition,” said Jimmie; “we have put 


_ to the test the samples of all commodities.” 


An hour later Robinson returned for the next pack- 
age. He looked terribly exhausted. So were Jimmie 
and I after our exertions in the store-house. I had 
made tea, thinking meanwhile at least Tom Wells could 
have done as much. We sat floppily in the big stone 
kitchen. 

“You’ve put sugar in my tea,” said Wells. “IT don’t 
take sugar.” 

I bad done it deliberately. I said, 

“Oh, F1l pour another cup for you. 

This I made very watery, but he did not complain 


. about it. However, he said, “Tm sick and tired of 


1 
| tation to me. It was not simply that it offended some 


drinking tea without milk” Our tinned milk was run- 
ning low. ® 
I said, “We ought to have lemons. Lemon tea is 
nice. I am sure lemons could be cultivated here.” 
“They couldn’t” said Robinson. 
JT thought, “Not if the job was left to you,” for the 
lack of cultivation on the island was a continual irri- 


instinct for economy and reproduction. It was more; it 
offended my aesthetic sense. If you choose the sort of 
life which has no conventional pattern you have to 


try to make an art of it, or it is a mess. 
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I said, “I think lemons would grow at the foot of 
the slopes on the South Arm.” à 

No one paid attention to this remark. 

“What with the lack of make-up and the tinned 
food,” I said, “my skin is getting very dry.” 

“Lemon wouldnt help that condition,” Robin- 
son said. 

“Here we are” said Wells, looking round with a 
flourish, “wrecked on a desert island, and January 
harps about her skin.” 

“Is my intention,” said Jimmie to Wells, “to cast this 
beverage upon your face in the event that you do not 
keep your bloody hair on. Is monstrous to declare such : 
offensive insults when a lady is in plight with regard 
to her complexion on an island.” 

Robinson got up. “Two more trips” he said. 

“Leave them till tomorrow,” said Wells. : 

“I can’t leave them stinking out there on the patio.” 

“Dump them on the mountainside for tonight, I 
said. “No need to trek all that way to the Furnace” 

And Jimmie pointed out, in support, “The mist de- 
scends.” 

“AI right,” said Robinson surprisingly, for he hard- 
ly ever accepted any of our advice. 

This time he also accepted Jimmie’s help in carry- 
ing the heavy weights to the mountainside. As they . 
set off I noticed again a look of exhaustion in Robin- 
son, not only in his face but in the droop of his arms 
and the way he carried himself. 

Next day Robinson and Jimmie set off to pick up 
the packages they had left a short distance up the : 
mountain and carry them to the crater. This was Jim- . 
mie’s first visit to the Furnace. 

“They scream,” he said to me, on his return. “We 
bave shoved these stinking bundles into the crater. * 
First they roll, then they run, and lol when they enter : 
this cauldron, is a scream.” 


Mr. Wells, who had overheard him, said, “You know, 
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Id Sn a stuck on this island is bound to have a 


psychological effect on me. I feel it myself. It isn't nat- 
ural to live alone with Nature. I should guard against 
ballucinations, if I were you. À course of medita- 
tion —— 


into it,” I said. 


Jimmie said to him, “I like to see you descend.into 


that mighty Furnace. Then is two screams—one is of the 
Furnace and one is of Mr. Wells.” 


In the evenings, however, we did not bicker quite so 
much. The evening after turning out the store-house, 
when we were settled in Robinson’s room, some drink- 
ing rum, some brandy, we were tired and relaxed with 
each other so far as to speculate how it would be when 
we were rescued, how surprised everyone would be, 

‘T hope to God my wife’s gone over to her sister’s,” 
said Wells. “There’s a brother of mine, he’s a bachelor, 
he fancies my wife. I shouldn’t be surprised if they 
haven’t got married, me presumed dead. If so, that's 
just too bad, I'm still the husband—what d’you say, Rob- 
inson?” 

“You are still the husband,” Robinson said, “and in 
any case I think you can’t be presumed dead till after 


- seven years.” He spoke very slowly, for he was worn 


out after his two mountain journeys. 

“Is definite that you remain the husband of the wife,” 
said Jimmie amiably, “and in the event your brother is 
an honorable type of bastard, he will not marry your 
wife. In the contrary event, is manifest that you are 
bound to black that rotter his eye.” 

“I reckon I might do him in,” mused Wells. 

“Is to go too far,” said Jimmie. “No, no. Is better to 


_disfigure his countenance. Is only justice to your wife.” 


“Td give her a piece of my mind,” said Wells. 
“No, no, please,” said Jimmie. “Is not nice to give a 
lady a piece of your mind.” 
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“Ah well, we’re lucky to be alive.” 
“The goat must go,” Robinson said. 
“Poor Bella, is she very sick?” 
“Yes, and suffering.” 

“You kill her?” said Jimmie. 

“Oh yes, FI have to shoot her.” 

“Is better to slay such a beast with a knife” said 
Jimmie. 

“Not better,” said Robinson, “only more traditional.” 

“T miss the milk,” said Wells. “TI must say, just as I 
was getting used to it.” 

“Yes, we do miss the milk.” 

“Ah well, were lucky to be alive.” : 

I recall that evening as the most pleasant few hours I 
spent on the island. À heavy rain storm had left the at- 
mosphere moist and cool. Robinson talked, as he some- 
times did, of the history and legends of the island. It : 
was a traditional hermits home. In the fourteenth cen- 
tury, five hermits living on different parts of the island 
had been attacked by a band of pirates, only one sur- … 
viving to tell the tale. The island had always been 
privately owned. It had passed through the hands of 
a line of Portuguese. Vasco da Gama, on one of his voy- 
ages, put in at the island between the North Arm and 
the North Leg, at a point which was now called Vasco 
da Gama’s Bay. Pirates and smugglers used the island 
considerably, often without the knowledge of the inhab- 
itants, for there was a cave in the sheer cliffs of the 
South Arm known as the Market, which was accessible 
only from the sea, and even then was dangerous to ap- 
proach, owing to the numerous rocks and a particular 
whirlpool at its mouth. At the Market, however, the : 
pirates would meet and barter their plunder, so it was 
said. 

From a long crack in the wall of Robinson’s room the : 
flying ants were squirming out, spreading their wings : 
and fluttering about. Tom Wells had fallen asleep. I, : 
too, was giving but a drowsy ear to Robinson’s voice. : 
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L I had taken a red cashmere tablecloth from a drawer 
‘in the dining room to use as a shawl which I wore as 
an Indian sari pinned up over a shirt borrowed from 
Robinson. This enabled me to wash and repair my 
shabby green dress, and the change of dress in a vas 
contributed to my peace of mind. 
Robinson and Jimmie were arranging to examine a 
. disused ship's boat which lay at the West Leg Bay, with 
a view to repairing it. 
I was so reluctant to disrupt our peace that I put off 
_ telling Robinson I had found one of my possessions 
which I thought had been lost at the time of the crash. 


This possession was my rosary. It had been in the 
> pocket of my coat at the time of the crash, and later, 
when I had recovered, I was not really surprised to have 
« lost it, for although the other contents of the pocket 
were intact-a handkerchief and a packet of matches— 
these were comparatively light, and less likely to fly 
out of my pocket when I was thrown clear of the plane 
than was my rosary. 
I found the rosary in a drawer in- Robinson’s desk. 
I had once casually mentioned to Robinson that my 
rosary might be somewhere in the vicinity of the wreck, 
_ where the salvage had been picked up. “An antique 
one,” I said, “made of rosewood and silver, quite valu- 
- able” Even then I must have sensed that he would be 
. best induced to hand over the rosary if he thought I 
valued it mainly for its antiquity, rosewood and silver. 
And it was indeed a very attractive object. 
. I found it quite unexpectedly in Robinson’s desk. It 
- is true I had no business to open the drawers and exam- 
ine his papers and read the letters. I suppose I desired 
- to find out to what extent he resembled Ian Brodie, and 
I suppose I hoped to discover something bearing on 
his relationship with Jimmie and his family: so far I 
had only Jimmie’s version, which was most engaging, 
“and invited further investigation. Anyway, I went to 
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ener, and was waylaid by curiosity. And anyway, I 
found my rosary at the back of the second right-hand 


 drawer. I took it away with me and lest I should judge 


Robinson too hard I also took a cigarette. 


Two days later I was busy in the kitchen preparing 
to cook some nettles I had got Jimmie to gather. I had 
remembered reading about the vitamin properties of 
nettles, and I felt our diet needed improvement. 

From the open lattice I saw Robinson leading the 


_ very sick goat from its pen. It occurred to me he might 


kill the goat there in front of the window. 
I called out, “Robinson! Dont kill it here. I can’t 


je bear the sight of blood.” 


“Tm going to take her up the mountain near the Fur- 
nace,” he said. 


_ his desk in the first place to borrow the pencil PR 


CETTE ETES 


A picture of Bella's corpse sliding into the Furnace | 
and screaming came to my mind. I ran out and stroked | 


the creature which stood in a weary stupor. Miguel 


ran up and hugged her, almost knocking her down, for . 


she was thin and frail. 
Miguel was crying. 
I said, “Never mind, Miguel. I have something to 


show you.” 
Robinson said quickly, “If you mean the rosary, I do . 


_ bucket of water, but she would not touch it. 


not want the boy to see it.” 

Miguel looked interested. “Show me Rosie.” 

This was the first sign that Robinson had discovered 
the absence of the rosary from his desk. 

‘I intended to tell you that I had found it,” I said. 

“Whats it like?” said Miguel. 

“Rather nice. Silver and rosewood.” 

“Show me Rosewood,” said Miguel. 

SL simply don't want the child to see it” Robinson 
said. “He’s extremely susceptible to that sort of thing”. 

I stroked poor Bella, and tried to interest her in her 
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“That sort of thing can easily corrupt the Faith” 
- Robinson said. 
“What bloody rot,” I said with a vehemence intend- 
- ed more for Ian Brodie than for Robinson. “What a 
fuss to make about a rosary.” 
“Lets see the rosary,” said Miguel. 
Robinson led the drooping goat away through the 
* gate to the mountain path. Miguel followed him, but 
he was sent back within twenty minutes. 
“Robinson wouldn't let me stop and watch Bella 
die.” 
“Robinson is quite right,” I said snappily. 
“Show me——” 
- “Make yourself scarce for half an hour, because Im 
busy,” I said. 
The sound of a shot bounded down from the moun- 


_ tain. 

“Poor old Bella” said Miguel. “Will she be dead 
now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps she won't die first shot.” 

“Robinson’s a careful shot,” I said. 

“Will there be blood?” 

“Not much.” 

Ian Brodie used to return from the Continent hav- 
ing gone out of his way to feed his fury by witness- 
ing all the religious processions and festivals. 

“Awful old crones hobbling along after the statues, 
clinking their rosaries, mumbling their Haïl Marys, as 
if their lives depended on it. And the sickening thing, 
young people, people in their prime, caught up in the 
mob hysteria. That sort of thing corrupts the Faith 
Jan Brodie would almost foam at the mouth in these 
denunciations. And sometimes, both repelled and at- 
Re I could not keep my eyes off him—Ian, mouth- 

ing his contempt, looked positively lustful. 

: “Why do you go near the shrines’ Why do you watch 
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the festivals if they upset youf” I said. “Surely yo 4 
must be tired of being so upset.” 

“You can’t avoid them in Italy,” he said. 

“Why not go to Iceland for your holidays?” I said. » 

“You would find them there,” spluttered Ian. “You. 
find these fanatics everywhere.” à 

“Thats true,” I said, looking hard at him. | 

“You never seem to realize the materialistic implica- 
tion of all these demonstrations,” said Ian. “You don't 
understand the gravity of whats going on in those: 
orgies and processions you go in for.” 

“T don't go in for them,” I said. 

“AI this Mariolatry is eating the Christian heart out 
of the Catholic faith” said Ian. “It is a materialistic 
heresy.” 

“Wbat bloody rot,” I said. And if there was one thing 
against which I did feel strongly at that moment, it was. 
Ian Brodie, with his offensive way of looking at a 
woman. Ï thought: no wonder Agnes vows she will: 
never become a Catholic. 

I held Ian in such contempt that from time to time’ 
I wished to do him a wrong, and so rid myself of the 
self-righteous feelings he provoked. My most effective. 
method of hurting lan was to tell him that I had won 
money on a horse, even if I hadnt. This served to in- 
jure him in two ways: one, he was reminded that he 
had no influence over me—for he was morally against 
betting; and two, the mere suggestion that anyone but 
himself had received a sum of money, let alone money 
for nothing, really upset him, really gave him a pain. 

Looking forward to going home, I was necessarily 
looking backward. Ian: Brodie had been loud against 
my leaving home for so long a period. Brian went away 
to school; he liked the idea. Therefore so did I. And I 
thought it would be good for him to have a change 
from Curly Lonsdale’s company. Ian Brodie’s suspicion 
was that I had a lover whom I proposed to meet 
abroad, in term-time, returning prim and replenished 
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- to my chaste widowhood for the summer holidays: I 
- was indebted to Agnes for this information. - 


Looking forward to my going home, my return from 
the dead, my intrusion into whatever new arrangements 
had been made, I had often in mind my past encoun- 
ters with Ian. I liked to picture the effect if I arrived 
with Jimmie in my wake. For Jimmie was always say- 
ing, “If I give my candid opinion, is providential that 
you are not consumed in the aeroplane so as to marry 
me. 

Jan usually got into a state of horrible excitement if 
he had cause to suspect that I might get married. At 


- the same time as I let my mind wander round the pos- 


sibilities of Jimmie-—possibilities like his threatening to 


- black Ian’s eye-I was calculating the price of this 


tempting form of entertainment. And when I tell you 
that I have another category of acquaintance, certain 


| dry-eyed poets and drifters dear to my heart, you may 
. see the extent of my temptation in the matter of accept- 
- ing Jimmie, For many a time did I sit on the banks 


of the blue and green lake reflecting how highly these 
intelligent loafers, whose regard I valued, would re- 
gard me, should I fetch into captivity so exceptional 


and well-spoken a bird as Jimmie. They would have 


him along to Soho. They would have delight for at 


least half a year. 


Journal, Thursday, 1st July—Jimmie Waterford was 
born in 1919. He is a second cousin of Robinson, 
having been brought up in Gibraltar by Robinson’s 

_ mother, his father being dead, his mother having 
disappeared. 

The circumstances of Jimmies mothers disap- 
pearance were this. Soon after her widowhood she 
went on a visit to her parents in Namur, leaving 
Jimmie with his nurse in Holland. In her father's 
household was a chef of whom he was very proud. 
He set so much store by his chefs cooking that he 
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would not permit his family to season their food 
according to taste. Few guests came to his table, 
lest they should require salt and pepper, and then 
only those who understood and acquiesced in their 
hosts rule, for this father held that the food was 
excellent without additional seasoning, but with it 
all would be ruined, the chef insulted. | 
Invariably, however, the ancient silver cruets « 
were caused to appear on the table, for form’s sake. 
Regularly, they were emptied and refilled, any lax- 
ity in this respect being a high domestic crime. 
On the first evening of her visit, Jjimmie’s moth- 
er casually reached for the great heavy salt, and 
ignoring the choking cries which proceeded from 
her father’s throat, ignoring his bulging eyes and 
her mothers fluttering hands, she placed a little … 
salt on the side of her plate. The father turned her : 
out of the house that very hour. She was not im- 
poverished, she went to an inn for the night, and 
might well have returned to her home in the north 
of Holland the next day. But the being turned out … 
on the streets with all her baggage seemed to give 
her the idea, and she remained on the streets for 
the rest of her known life. 
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To this day, I don't know whether this particular 
story is true. There was just enough of the element of. 
rootless European frivolity in Jimmie to make any ya. 
about his connections seem possible, or, on the other 
hand, to make suspect his stories; and this may have. 
been part of his wooing, he may have sensed that I am. 


a pushover for a story, that I would far rather have a. 
_ present of a good story than, say, a bunch of flowers, : 


and will more or less always take kindly to the racon-. | 


teur type. 


I was able to substantiate some of his tales later on, | 
when I found the evidence among Robinson’s papers. 
Certainly he was related to Robinson and Le been 
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ons father, and so a half-brother to Robinson. 
The facts he had given me concerning Robinson were 
-apparently correct, for I found letters addressed to 
Mexico, and many touching on the theological prob- 
Jlems which had engaged him then, and on the question 
of his leaving the Church. But where Jimmie himself 
was concerned, his life and adventures, I doubted as 
much as I was amused. 

When, up to our seventh week on the island, he sat 
beside me in the afternoons, between the blue and 
green lake and the mustard field, and embarked on his 
memories: about the time that the hostilities 
were declared . . ” I felt sure that Jimmie was the 
most delightful man I had ever met, not in the least 
ie wondering whether he had, in fact, taken such 
a part in the Resistance, had escaped with a pair of 
Gestapo trousers as a memento, had rescued the Polish 
Countess—she in the hollow sideboard, he disguised as 
a furniture remover. About these and other exploits I 
shall never quite kmow. Of course, it is possible they 
are true; I myself once attended the Derby disguised 
as a gypsy, and there waylaid Ian Brodie who refused 
to cross my palm with silver, though I importuned him 
somevwhat, he being present not to bet or to watch the 
races, but on business which he called sociological re- 
search—in reality to lacerate himself with the loath- 
some spectacle of an hysterical nation. I got away with 
it: Jan never knew that I know what he is like when 
solicited by a gypsy. And so perhaps I am wrong to 
doubt the adventures of Jimmie. 

4 pater that day I added to my journal of 31st June: 


| The uncle who was entrusted with Robinson’s fu- 
: . ture died at the beginning of this year. The money 
* js mostly in the motor-scooter business, and one of 
E reasons for Jimmies concern about it is this. 
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He is the next beneficiary after Robinson, and is 
Robinson’s heir. So far Robinson has been indiffer- 
ent to Jimmie’s arguments, refuses to return, or in 
any way to consolidate the motor-scooter concern. 

Tom Wells is still making a fuss about the pa- 
pers which he says are missing from his case. He 
has even been to the scene of the crash to search 
for them. He swears that he saw the papers in his 
bag in the plane just before the crash. Robinson 
maintains that the papers could not have escaped 
from the bag, since it was firmly shut when be 
found it. 


The next day, Friday, the second of July, I discov- 
ered that my rosary was missing again, from the pocket 
of my coat where I had put it. For the rosary devotion 
a chain of rosary beads is not strictly necessary, you 
can say the rosary on your fingers. The reasons for my 
distress were, one, that it was my only material pos- 
session apart from the clothes I had been wearing at 
the time of the accident; two, although you can say 
the rosary on your fingers, there is nothing quite like 
the actual thing; three, this was a beautiful object, 
unique and, unlike my clothes, intact; four, I had in- 
tended to show it to Miguel, and so win his attention; 
five, and most pressing, to lose my rosary so soon 
after having found it gave me a sense of fatal misgiv- 
ing, and I realized that I had attached to its discovery 
an important mystique. Then there was a sixth reason, 
the mystery of its disappearance. Last thing at night 
it had been in the pocket of my coat hanging up be- 
hind the door of my room. First thing in the morning 
it had gone. The rosary had been removed from my 
pocket during the night. I decided to make a fuss, and 
went to look for Robinson. 

He had left the house, and there was no sign either 
of Jimmie or Miguel. I remembered then that they had 
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+ arranged to leave early on their expedition to the West 
_ Leg Bay to examine the old ship’s boat. 
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- sure I haven’t dropped it soméwhere.” I was still pre- 


ne 


T found Tom Wells out on the patio shaving, a sight 
which usually I could not bear. Tom Wells would wash 
and dress all over the house and grounds, rubbing his 
face with a towel as he walked along the corridors, 
putting on his shirt as he came into breakfast; and al- 
though I think Robinson did not like it, he put up with 
it. 

As I approached, Wells said, “Pardon me shaving 
out here. The lights better.” 

I said, “Have you seen my rosary? Jve lost it” 

“Pardon?” 

I repeated my question. 

He said, “Didn’'t kmow you had a rosary. Whats it 
liker?” 

I said, “A chain of rosewood beads with a silver 
crucifix at the end.” 

He said, “Oh, one of those R.C. items.” 

“Have you seen it anywhere?” 

“No, lovey.” 

“It was in the pocket of my coat last night. This 


- morning it was gone.” 


He said, “I heard Robinson up and about during the 
night. They all left early.” | 

“If Robinson has taken it,” I said, “T1l murder him.” 

“Could be Robinson,” he said. “He’s R.C., isn't he?” 

“I don't know about that” I said. “The point is, he 
has no right to take my possessions.” 

“True enough,” said Wells. He put away the shaving 
things neatly in Robinson’ fitted box. “And I should 
like to know what's happened to my papers. Now listen, 
while were on the subject, dear. 1 want to talk to 


you.” 


“I must look for my rosary,” I said. “I must make 


pared to make a fuss. 
“Wait a minute, dear.” 
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“Yowre ready for breakfast” I said. “TIl go and 
make the coffee.” 

But, over our coffee with tinned milk and hard bis- 
cuits, he said, “What d’you make of Robinson?” 

“If I find that he came to my room while I was asleep 

and took my rosary there will be hell to pay.” 

Wells laughed. “He wouldn’t come to your room for 
anything else, my dear, I can tell you that much. He's 
not a lady’s man, I can tell you.” 

“Oh, I was not suggesting——” 

“I bet you aren’t. Theres your boy friend too. He's 
another.” 

“Another?” 

“Queer.” 

“What?” 

“Homosexuals, both of them. Disgusting. Unnatural.” 
He pushed away his plate violently as if that too were 
disgusting and unnatural. 

I have come across men before who imagine that 
every other man who does not rapidly make physical 
contact with his female prey is a homosexual. And 
some who I know regard all celibates as homosexuals. 

“Mind you,” said Tom Wells, “your boy friend has 
looks, I dont deny. And of course I dont deny that 
Robinson is a fine chap in his way. To hear him talk 
is an education in itself. But what l’m telling you is for 
your own sake, sweetie; these homos can be spiteful, 
so just watch yourself.” 

I said, “T prefer not to discuss the subject, for I don’t 
think you understand it” I did not at all feel that I 
_ could convey the temperamental shades of Robinson 
and Jimmie to Tom Wells. I did not feel called to do so. . 

It was true that sometimes a sort of tendresse was 
evident between them, that Jimmie would crinkle be- 
tween his third and index finger the light waves of his 
hair, that Robinson was not “a lady s man”. I felt inca- 
pable of convincing Tom Wells that such things were 
not conclusive, not even unusual in men. For he would 
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have repeated, as I had heard Curly Lonsdale say, “Do 
you think 1 don't know a man when I see one?”—as if 


- which they were familiar. But in any case I did not. | 


- feel obliged to explain anything to Tom Wells. “In any 
case,” I saïd, “it is not our business.” TÆ 
But Tom Wells gave me a look that might be de- 


- 


| scribed as “knowing” except for the fact that it was also 


calculating. He winked knowingly at me, and I detected 
the calculation in the other eye. It was at this moment 
» that the idea first came to me that Wells was a black- 


& 


 mailer. Ï had no clear reason for retaining the idea, but 


» certain propositions came clearly to my mind. One, it 
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- was probable that Wells believed a homosexual rela- … | 


-tionship to exist between Robinson and Jimmie; two, 
- whether this was true or not was irrelevant to Wells; 
: three, his purpose in speaking of it to me was not, as 
he had said, to warn me, but to establish it as a fact 
in my mind; four, he was capable of saying anything 
* about anyone if it served his own ends. 


Miguel came rushing in dangling a dead hare by its 


“ears. He ran to show it to Tom Wells, his enchanter. 

“ I inquired of Robinson that afternoon about my ros- 
-ary. He neïther admitted nor denied having taken it. 

- “If you came into my room while I was asleep and 
- searched my pocket, that was very wrong,” I said, us- 
ing my best moral tone, since, after all, he set himself 
- up as our moral organizer. 

- “Whose room?” he said. 

| “Mine,” I said. 

… “Really?” he said. “Yours?” 

I could tell by this rather mean defense that Robin- 
son felt himself to be in the wrong. 

“I should like to have my rosary,” I said. 

- “Will you promise not to teach Miguel to recite it?” 
_“TIl promise nothing. Give me my property.” 
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“I am thinking of Miguel” he said. “I wish him to. 
grow up free from superstition.” 

“To hell with you,” I said. “There’s nothing super- 
stitious about the rosary. Its a Christian devotion, not 
a magic charm.” 

“AIl those Haïl Marys,” he said. 

I realized suddenly that Robinson was not speaking 
_ in the normal course of argument, not stating his ob- 
jections to my request, or putting his point of view 
against mine. He knew very well the contents of the 
rosary meditations, and he was probably less ignorant 
of their nature than I was. It struck me for the first. 
time that he was not simply attempting to make small 
dificulties, or to exercise his authority on the island 
simply from a need for power, but that he was consti- 
tutionally afraid of any material manifestation of Grace. 

“Oh well” I said, “I can do without it.” 

I was not surprised that, late that night when I was 
going to bed, Tom Wells stood in my path to tell me 
that his briefcase containing his samples of lucky 
charms, all his proofs of Your Future, and the articles” 
he had been writing, had disappeared. 
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EXT morning, Saturday the third of July, Robinson 
as gone. It was nothing for him to have gone out before 
e rest of us were up, but he had always returned 
fore eleven o’clock. We had breakfast and proceeded 
ith our usual chores. At noon we asked each other 
where Robinson could be. At one o’clock Miguel began 
to cry. 
à Robinson’s bed was made, his room in order. He was 
nowhere in the house. He was not in the storehouse, 
nor in that vicinity. We assembled at the cliffs edge 
calling, “Robinson! Hey there, Robinson!” lest he should 
i. down on the beach, or have fallen. 
… We gave Miguel some soup, feeding him by spoon- 
Is, for he was sobbing frantically. Jimmie and I, taking 
with us some chunky biscuit-sandwiches and the first- 
id box, set off to look for Robinson, for it seemed cer- 
tain that he had met with some accident. We took a 
re over the mountain to the north-west since this was 
part scored with the streams rich in iron deposits, 
om which Robinson frequently drew our mineral water 
upplies in the early mornings. Tom Wells remained 
ith Miguel, promising to keep a look-out for Robinson 
from the plateau. 
2 We had gone a short way when Miguel climbed up 
behind us, calling on us to stop. “Come back nowl 
ome back.” He had stopped crying. Hé looked sud- 
enly like an old man who had started growing down- 
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ward with age, or again like a child of the very poor, 
with a face lined with responsibility and want. 

“Has Robinson turned up?” 

“No. Mr. Tom has found the blood.” 

“Robinson must be hurt,” I said. 

We returned, Jimmie carrying Miguel astride on hi 
shoulders, and Miguel hunched and clinging to him. 

Tom Wells came to meet us. He held out towards u: 
a heavy corduroy jacket of a faded tawny color, whict 
I recognized as one of Robinson’s which he would some: 
time wear when the weather turned cold, or if he went 
out of doors at night. 

“We found this in the mustard field,” Tom Well 
said. 

“What is with Robinson?” said Jimmie. 

“Look at the coat.” 

I saw a bright red stain on the coat. I felt it. Th 
stain was damp, it was sticky with blood, and it spreag 
across three separate gashes in the material. 

Jimmie exclaimed some words in Dutch. 

I said, “Someone must be hurt.” 

“Tt was lying in the mustard field,” said Wells. “Migue 
lifted it up, and this knife fell out of the pocket” Hi 
reached in the pocket of the coat and produced a clasp: 
knife. The blade was open. I recognized the knife. I 
was very sharp, the handle about three inches long 
the blade about four inches. Robinson always carriec 
it with him, clasped in its sheath. ÿ 

I said, “Thats Robinson’s knife.” | 

We went down to the mustard field, and there, evet 
before Miguel ran to point out the spot where the coa 
had been found, I saw the dark trampled patches amont: 
the glaring yellow plants. There was blood on th 
ground, still slightly sticky. When we came to lool 
closer, there seemed to be the marks of blood all arount 
about. There was also a complete pathway of trodden 
down plants spattered with blood, leading out of th 
field from the spot where the coat had been found. Fo 
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wing this newly-beaten track, towards the mountain 
path, we found a green silk neck square which was Jim- 
mie” s property. This was also soaked in blood, not yet dry. 
- Jimmie opened our pack and brought out the brandy. 
This he solemnly handed round. We all had a swig, even 
Miguel. 
- Tom Wells said, “There’s something fishy about all 
his. Someone wounded has been dragged through the 
“+ you realize.” 


I lay awake all night, listening to Robinson’s elegant 
ight-day clock chiming the hours. It occurred to me 
obscurely that I had better wind it in the morning, other- 
wise we would be without a time-measure on the island. 

inding this clock was of course Robinson’s concern, 
nd Robinson was gone. But the thought was absurd, 
muscling its way in among the major disturbances of my 
mind. For the turmoil and the frightened talk and con- 
ecture, the strangeness and dread of the past day 
rowded in, almost as if I had a capacity prepared for 
t; as if, from the time of the crash up to this day I 
ad been a vacuum waiting only for the swift delayed 
ush of horror to enter in; as if, really, the getting away 
vith a mere concussion and a broken arm, my luck in 
alling into Robinson’s hands, my easy recovery, and the 
iormal life of Robinson’s household, were not to have 
Jeen trusted; and as if the proper consequence of the 
lane disaster were now upon us. From among the 
hapes and shadows of the past day I discerned several 

rd outlines: the trail from the mustard field had led 
0 the mountain. Here, a path linked up with that which 
rossed the mountain to the Furnace. Now that we were 
lefinitely looking for blood, we saw blood smeared 
verywhere along the trail. There must have been a 
teady bleeding, a dropping of blood all the way. More- 
ver at various stations we came across blood-stained 
ticles either on the actual track or nearby: a shoe 
elonging to Robinson, a shirt-the one I had been wear- 
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ing on the previous day while my dress was bein 
washed, and, a little farther up the path, the scarle 
cashmere tablecloth which I had worn as a sari. Thes 
I had laid aside the previous night, and, putting © 
my newly washed dress in the morning, had not notice 
their absence from my room. The white cotton shù 
was streaked with blood which had almost dried and © 
the red cashmere was a patch of darker red whie 
stained the whole of one side down to the fringe an: 
which, in places, was still sticky. Tom Wells, who ha 
picked it up from among the thick plants a few yards a 
the pathway, pulled his hand away quickly as it touche 
the sticky patches. I noticed that he did this every tim 
his hand encountered blood not yet dry. I thought th 
gesture odd, until I noticed that I myself gave the sam 
involuntary jerk of withdrawal when my hand touche 
wet blood. After stopping to look stupidly at each c 
these objects, we left them lying on the track and pushe 
on like somnambulists. 

Half way to the Furnace, at the point where we ha 
sight of the sea on both sides: Tom Wells clutched ;. 
ribs and said he could go no further. 

“Go back,” I said, “and take Miguel with you.” 

“No, Im coming Te Robinson,” Miguel said. 

“Come with Mr. Tom,” said Tom Wells. 

‘T want Robinson” He was beside himself, bot 
younger and ages older than his years. 

Jimmie and I pressed on while Miguel went fitfull 
ahead looking from right to left, and behind him to s 
if we still followed. 

At some point I said, “I wonder, would there 
another inhabitant of the island—someone we don’t kno 
about?” | 

“Ts possible,” said Jimmie. | 

He gave me a hand up the steep places, automaticall 
not with his usual deliberate air. 

“It seems that Robinson has been attacked. At lea 
someone has been attacked,” I said, 
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“Excuse me, ” said Jimmie, “that I do not converse, as 
I lose my nerves.” 
È We found other blood-stained articles on which the 
À n° had dried in the heat of the afternoon. We found 
*a small pocket handkerchief—it was mine, it had been 
bin my pocket at the time of the crash; we found a blue 
- silk vest which Jimmie had been wearing at the time of 
» the crash; the other of Robinson’s shoes; and lastly, at 
. the head of the dip leading to the Furnace, we saw more 
of Robinson’s clothes, another jacket of his, dark tweed, 
his brown corduroy trousers, his underclothes. These 
» were scattered bloodily down ‘the slope that ran into the 
; gurgling crater, and a clear streak of torn-up vegetation, 
: revealing the raw red earth as if there had been a land- 
- slide, completed the run from the rim of the crater to 
“its mouth. The volcano chuckled, and gave out its red 
| vapors, as if that too were a sort of blood. I thought of 
“the craters scream, and I screamed. Jimmie limply 
* placed the brandy to my lips. 
* I had all this blood before my eyes as I lay awake, 
“trying to isolate the details of the day. On the journey 
- back we had found other things: a blood-stained scarf 
- which Robinson always wore against the mist; his foun- 
- tain pen, his pocket compass. 
» I did not remember if or how we had eaten that day, 
nor do I remember this even now, except that we gave 
Miguel a sedative tablet with warm milk, and that he 
» was asleep before the sun had set. 

I recalled, too, there had been some talk between Tom 
Wells and me. Jimmie had gone out in his stunned 
silence and was roaming about the beach at the Pome- 

: ‘granate Bay. All I recall of my conversation that evening 
- with Wells was the following: 

I said, “Those blood-stained articles of clothing must 
have been planted by someone.” 

“Oh, must they?” 

- “They would not be scattered about in quite such an 
obvious manner if they had been dropped accidentally.? 
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“Oh, wouldn’t they?” 


I could not put out of my mind the blood. Even: 
when I closed my eyes it was like a red light penetrating: 
the lids. And when I tried to recall the past day, I had: 
the rare and distressing experience of becoming objec- 
tively conscious of my rational mind in action, separate 
from all others, as one might see the open workings of. 
a clock. This only happens to me when faced with a. 
group of facts which hurt my reasoning powers—as one. 
becomes highly conscious of a limb when it is damaged. 

But having set my mind painfully to arrange the facts,” 
I immediately got out of bed and, slipping my coat over” 
_ my borrowed pyjamas, padded bare-foot along the cor- 
ridors to Robinson’s rooms, aided only by the moon 
sidling in through the narrow slit windows. There I: 
found Robinson’s bunch of house keys hanging in their 
usual place. At the same time I fumbled among the 
pigeon-holes in his desk until I found a small electric. 
torch which he usually kept there. I used the torch,. 
since I did not know my way very well, to guide me up: 
a flight of two or three shallow steps, round a stone-. 
_ flagged bend and along another corridor to the gun- 
room. There, without bothering to light the lamp which. 
stood ready with its box of matches, I tried one key 


g after another in the door until I had found the right. 


one. With the help of the torch I extracted this key 
from the bunch, and locked the door. I returned the 
bunch of keys to its peg in Robinson’s room, keeping the: 
gun-room key for myself. I went next to the kitchen 
where string was kept in a drawer. Here in the kitchen 
my whole body shook as I thought, with a new realiza- 
tion, of Robinson and what could have befallen him. 
However, I cut myself a length of string, and with this 
tied the gun-room key round my neck. I snapped out 
the torch and returned to my room, led by the moonlit 
window slits. As I passed Jimmie’s room I jumped, for 
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instead of the dark shut door there was an open space 
with Jimmie standing in it, regarding me. 

» I did not speak to him, but walked on to my room, 
Er that he had only just opened his door having 
heard the moving about, that he had seen nothing of - 
my performance with the key, and that I had done a 
reasonable thing, considering that I was on an island 
Le a child and two men, one of them probably a 
murderer. I had done this, but the small reasonable 
satisfaction was swallowed up in fear, in the gashes of 
red on the screen of my mind, and the absurdity of all 

I had seen, which made me exclaim aloud from time 
to time throughout the night, “It can't be sol How can 
it be?” I kept thinking that Robinson was bound to walk 
‘in next morning and explain everything, the seriousness 
“of the situation being evident to me then only by my 
recalling Miguels distress. 

ei 


Ë Throughout the next two weeks I lived in a state simi- 
Jar to my first weeks on the island, concussion, stupor. 
So it appeared. I feared and suspected much. I formed 
opinions, and wondered sometimes if Robinson’s disap- 
pearance were a dream or the whole island affair a 
dream, or life itself, my past life, Brian, Chelsea, were a 
dream. 

» We collected the blood-stained clothes from the route. 
The stains were still sticky, having dried and become 
moist again from the mists. I piled them up in a heap 
on the floor of Robinson’s bedroom, thinking as I did 
so that an inquest on Robinson would be held after the 
Le should come to rescue us with our news. 

; It took us twelve days to search the island. But al- 
ready by the third day after Robinson’s disappearance 
we all more or less assented that he was dead. 

… I thought: either, therefore, he has been killed by 
immie or Tom Wells, or by both together. Suffering 
rom headaches, I chewed over all other hypotheses— 
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guel, or by myself in my sleep, or by another, unknown 
inhabitant of the island; but I rejected these as folly. 
Again and again I returned to Jimmie, Tom Wells, or 
both together. I did not think it at all likely that they 
were accomplices, but I added that possibility to my list 
for a show of objectivity. 

Tom Wells produced a theory of his own, one which I 
considered brought him under suspicion for having 
suggested it. À supernatural force, he declared, had 
done away with Robinson, in revenge for some sacrilege 
done by the lucky charms which Robinson had con- 
fiscated. 

“You mean a poltergeist?” 

“Something like that.” 

There were many difficulties in the way of our search- 
ing the island. Tom Wells pleaded his damaged ribs 
against the exertion required of him for the amount of 
climbing entailed. And so the task of searching the 
island fell on Jimmie and me, with Miguel for our 
guide. Neither Tom Wells nor Jimmie seemed to see it 
as an imperative task, but I insisted on this course, 
formality though it might be, so that we should know 
as far as possible where we stood. 

“Ts evidence that he lies in the Furnace,” Jimmie said. 

“Still, we must eliminate everything else.” 

Tom Wells said, “There’s an evil force on this island. 
I think we should stay put here in the house. [ve had 
a serious time of it with my ribs.” 

Now I had resolved, if possible, to avoid being alone 
with any one of these men, these strangers. Therefore 
I had to go everywhere, in the course of our examina- 
tion of the island, with Jimmie and Miguel, rather than 
stay at the house with Wells. He complained, “I don't 
like the idea of your all going off from early morning 
till late at night. I don't like being alone, quite frankly, 
after whats happened.” | 

And then Jimmie’s quaintness had altogether lost its 
charm for me at this time, it exasperated me. And 
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when he declaimed, “Ah mel Man is born, he suffers, 
he dies”, it sounded to me frivolous, if not false. 
Also there was trouble about guns. Jimmie said we 
must take a gun with us. “Ts only reasonable. We see a 
stranger, we shoot.” 


| “Haven’t you seen enough blood?” I said. But this was 
my being afraid, making a diversion while I worked out 
| what could be done. 
“The gun-room’s locked,” said Tom Wells, “for some 
reason which is beyond me.” 
I said, “T have the key.” 
; “Its time we had a bit of rabbit,” said Wells. “Yowll 
| have to hand over the key. We have to have guns for 
En food.” 
: I said to Jimmie, “T1l fetch a gun for you now, if you 
. promise to give it back to me when we return. I want 
to keep charge of the guns.” 
“Is entirely to be understood. Is reasonable” said 
immie. 


“Look here,” said Wells, “I dont think a woman 
should have charge of the guns. I dont agree to that” 

“You will agree,” said Jimmie. , 

“I hold the key,” I said, or something to that effect, 
and went to fetch a Winchester rifle for Jimmie, with 
some cartridges. For myself I chose a baby Browning 
automatic. I could not find any cartridges. I have a fear 
of handling guns, and so it was an effort for me to 
examine the Browning. I found it loaded. I locked the 
armory, went to my room to fetch my coat, gave an- 
other neurotic look at the safety-catch of the automatic, 
and, putting it in my pocket, I then felt safe to take the 
big gun to Jimmie. 

This was Tuesday, the 6th of July. That day we ex- 
plored the South Arm, descending from our mountain to 
rich downy grassland. We examined the deserted mill 
and cottage. We walked round the coast, stopped only 
by the perpendicular cliffs, which stretched for half a 
- mile on the western seafront of the little peninsula. 
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Here, there was no beach nor access by land, the 
cliffs dropping sheer into the sea. 

Traïiling along beside Jimmie, I experienced over 
again the days of concussion when my actions were 
mechanical, my senses hazy. But then I had been safe. 
You must understand that Jimmie and Tom Wells had 
all at once become strangers to me, far more than when 
I frst fell in with them, for now their familiar character- 
istics struck me merely as a number of indications that 
I knew nothing about them. 

Five times we were lost in a sudden mist, and once 
it seemed that we should be wandering all night until, 
with Miguel huddled on Jimmie’s shoulder, we found 
ourselves to be a few yards from home. Usually, we = 
were home before the big night mists fell. 

I remember watching my shadow with the sun behind 
it, making me tall, very tall, but not so tall as Jimmie 
in his shadow. 

By the end of twelve days we had completed our 
search, having covered the South Arm, the Headland 
with its neat pomegranate orchards, the rocky North 
_ Arm and North Leg, the ferny meadows of the West Leg. 
We covered the black and white coast-line, with its cliffs 
and beaches; we gave two days to the central moun- 
tain, climbing, trekking, leaping, and I was glad of our 
exhaustion and the lack of any energy to speak to one 
another. Usually I followed after Jimmie, but if ever 
I found myself in front of him I took firm hold of 
the automatic concealed in my pocket. Miguel was usu- : 
ally some distance ahead of us. On one of these ex- 
cursions I had said to him, “I have a little gun in my 
pocket. If you should hear me fire it, you must run 
away.” I said this in case he should be hurt in any tussle | 
between Jimmie and me. 

These, I thought, were reasonable precautions. AIl 
the time I really suspected Tom Wells. And all the time 
I smoked cigarettes, Robinson’s share as well as my own. 

My shoes were worn through. I rummaged among … 
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_ the tidy bundles of salvage, for I had no more ae 
_ ishness after the sight of so much blood. At last I found 
- a pair of shoes only slightly too big, and a little charred 
_ at the toe. Se $ 
__ On the eleventh day we rested. On the twelfth day 
we set out for the subterranean caves. Miguel was at 
- first reluctant to take us. I suppose he felt their secrets 
. were a sort of possession of Robinson. 
“Its important, Miguel. Suppose we should find Rob- … 
inson?” À 
» ‘Robinson could not live in the caves. They arent 
for living in. Theyre for going through.” va 
._ “Someone else may be hiding there.” 
“There’s no one else on the island.” 
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Miguel was still frightened. We kept telling him that - 
» everything would be all right, that we would look after 
him, that he was our boy. He did not take in this talk. 
He did not fail to interpret the strangeness, the sus- 
. picion, and the fear between us. É 
> At last I had to say to Miguel, “If you won't take us _ 
* to the caves we will have to look for them ourselves. 
. We might get lost and never come back.” And so he set 
off with us on the twelfth day of our search. à 
- There were three tunnels in all, one leading from the 
Pomegranate Bay in the south to the region of the de- 
- serted mill and homestead at the South Arm. À second 
} passage cut through the mountain from the cliff top 
behind our plateau, its entrance being a vertical cleft ne. 
» among some thick shrubbery; this led to a point in the 
mountain approaching the Furnace. The third tun- 
nel started among the lava boulders of the North Arm. 
This was the longest, and most difficult to negotiate. It 
“emerged at the beach on the east side of Vasco de 
Gama's Bay. 
The first tunnel was the one through which Miguel … 
had given me the slip when I had taken my first walk 
down to the beach. The entrance was amazingly obvious 
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once it was pointed out. I had passed it several times 
without noticing how it stood like a slim shadow in the 
mountain wall, within a fluted grotto. Miguel led the 
way, then Jimmie. After the narrow mouth the tunnel 
was about nine feet in width, the height here being 
about seven feet, although presently Jimmie had to 
stoop. I began to cough. I said, “I shall choke.” This 
was caused by a combination of sulphurous dust, breath- 
less heat and a powerful lava smell. I felt we were 
walking into the hot center of the earth. “T shall choke,. 
choke,” said my echo. 

“Please to return and await for us,” said Jimmie. He 
too seemed suffocated by the dust and heat. Miguel 
coughed, but did not seem to mind. 

I could not answer Jimmie for coughing, but I in- 
tended to agree to his suggestion, when he added, “Ts 
not suitable conditions for a lady.” 

I do not know why, but his phraseology caused me. 
to remember that Jimmie was heir to Robinson’s for- 
tunes. And when I had recovered from my fit of cough- 
ing, I said, “Tm coming with you. I wish to satisfy my- 
self that the caves are empty.” 

His flashlamp cast a rusty light: I suppose the place 
was filled with motes of red dust. By this light Miguels 
dark skin and lean figure showed up fiendishly. Jimmie’s 
head was in darkness, and I could only see the dim red 
glow of the man's long body. Very much later, thinking 
over the scene, it occurred to me that I too must have 
looked ghoulish in the caves. 

À shallow rivulet led to the entrance of the cave, and. 
was flowing feebly beside us. Jimmie turned and 
squelched his way down into the tunnel. Miguel and I 
followed. I stopped every few minutes to recover from 
my coughing. 

We came to a point where even Miguel had to stoop 
very low, and to squeeze round a narrow bend in the 
rock. Here the stream was deeper, reaching my knees: 
and Miguels thighs. This narrow passage gave out on! 
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a vast chamber, all over which Jimmie directed his 
torch. The air here was cleaner. I could not see any 
“further opening from this huge cave-room, but Miguel 
-splashed over to_the far wall and there he seemed to 
po up the wall and melt into it. We followed him 
to that spot, and found a small shelf behind which lay a 
gap. We heaved ourselves up and slid through, emerg- 
ing at the foot of a steep slippery black cliff which 
Miguel had started to climb very skillfully. Several times 
I had to take the hand which Jimmie held down to 
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4 me. Ât the top we came to daylight, and the tall 


asses of the South Arm. We had been in the tunnel 
-about twenty minutes. 
- I could see that Jimmie did not want to do any more 
subterranean crawls. Nor would I have been reluctant 
to put off our ventures into the two remaining tunnels 
til the next day. But Jimmie did not make any sug- 
gestion to this effect-I think because he was convinced 
would disagree. And I said nothing, fearing he would 
ink my vigilance was waning. I was not in a condi- 
ion which could be called vigilant: I was half doped, 
my imagination overwhelmed. I could hardly look at 
the facts, far less piece them together, but I felt bound 
to impress on Jimmie and Tom Wells that I was cap- 
“able of doing so. 
+ We returned to the house to wash, for we were cov- 
“ered with rusty grime. Immediately after our meal we 
et out for the second tunnel, the entrance to which lay 
near the back of the house. “Is pity,” said Jimmie, 
“that no policeman resides here who should undertake 
hese searchings.” 1 thought, perhaps it is irony, or per- 
haps it is only one of his silly remarks. 
- The second tunnel took fifteen minutes to explore. 
his too was full of volcanic dust, and on the floor 
throughout lay a lot of slimy weed which made our 
progress dangerous. When Jimmie called back to me, “Is 
dangerous”, the words were repeated again and again 
in the walls of the cave and its recesses and I listened 
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to the “dangerous, dangerous,” encouraging myself with 
the thought that although I was outmatched in physical 
strength by Jimmie and Tom Wells, their joint intelli- 
gence was probably not superior to mine. I realized 
that my sense of danger was enhanced by the loss of 
Robinson’s intelligence. It also occurred to me that 
Tom Wells, should he become troublesome, would not 
hesitate to use Miguel as an ally. Miguel was well ac: 
quainted with the island. On the other hand he was 
not clever in the sense that Tom Wells would find 
cleverness useful. 

Towards the end of the second tunnel we had 4 
stoop very low, and to crawl for several yards, the smell 
of the Furnace increasing as we approached the exit: 
The cave widened gradually, and still stooping we as 
sisted our progress by clutching at various shelves an 
protrusions in the walls. The last few steps, and 
slipped, grazing my knee. Jimmie heaved me up, and it 
was not until we were standing outside that he handed 
me the automatic which, unnoticed by me, had fallen 
out of my pocket when I fell. 

“Thanks, Jimmie,” I said, giving him a sort of pleasant 
smile. 

But he was not deceived; he seemed to expect such 
tactics from me. 

It was impossible to be near the Furnace writhoo 
being drawn to gaze into it. We walked across to 
the crater's edge and stood staring into the wide bub- 
bling basin. Jimmie unlodged a rock and shoved it down 
the slide. It entered the turmoil with a scream. 
looked up, and caught him watching my face. It came 
to me with a shock that he might be testing my reaction 
to the scream. I had never thought that I myself could 
be under suspicion. Immediately, of course, I felt my- 
self to be looking guilty, and quickly to cover it I said, 
“That scream makes me feel ill” which immediatel 
seemed the wrong thing to say. That I should be thought 
a potential killer was a large new idea. Nervously, I 
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loosed a rock substantially bigger than that which 

 Jimmie had thrown in, and I sent it screaming into the 
 Furnace. I suppose my intention was to prove that I 
-was not really afraid of the scream. Jimmie looked at 
the large patch of earth from which I had heaved the 
-boulder, and remarked, “You are strong.” 

Just then, from the depth of the turbulent mud there 
came a sudden splutter, followed by a loud sigh. 
-Jimmie looked as startled as I was,-but instantly I re- 

membered that Robinson had told me, of the Furnace, 
-“Sometimes it sighs.” 

I said to Jimmie, “Did you get a fright?” 

SAN:-n0.” 

I said, “I thought you had lost your nerve 

He said, “Is not at this moment that I lose my nerves. 
Is when I bave descended from the skies into this island 
of sorrows.” 

Our last excursion under the mountain took forty min- 
utes. This tunnel we approached by a grotto on the 
narrow beach of Vasco da Gama’s Bay, at the North Arm. 
The light was so refracted from its walls that one did 
mot see, until one had fairly penetrated the cave, that a 
flight of steps had been hacked out of the rock, leading 
into a deep dark pit. It smelt of lime and lava, and a 
fairly deep stream gurgled along the floors at about 
twenty feet below sea level. The path along the edge of 
the river was jagged and slippery. Miguel produced a 
rope from a corner of the cave where it had been left 
in readiness, and bade us make a chain, walking in 
single file clutching the rope. He showed off a bit, 
which was a cheering sight, and I saw that Jimmie, 
too, smiled. Eventually we came to a precipitous dip, 
where further steps had been hewn in the path. The 
stream here splashed over the underground rocks in a 
waterfall which drenched us with its spray. At the foot 
of these steps a boat was moored. The tunnel spread 
wide, and now the stream covered the whole ground. 
Miguel warned us that it was too deep to wade through. 
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until we came to a circular chamber of the tunnel, over 
which Jimmie flashed his torch. Its walls were flute d 
fanwise like the surface of a shell. Here the river ended 
in a large pool which swirled in a constant eddy. We 
landed on a mooring stage at the far shore and from 
there climbed steadily to the light and air of the exit 
at the North Arm. It was a boulder-strewn landscape 
which, if one half closed one’s eyes, resembled a battle 
field newly deserted. | 
On our return late that afternoon Tom Wells said, 
“Been through all the caves?” 
Jimmie said, “Yes, but they lack.” 
“Lack what?” 
“Robinson,” said Jimmie, 
“Naturally,” said Wells. 
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| | WAS on the patio, pulling faces, when I noticed Tom 
Wells standing in the shadow of the fountain. I do not 
know how long he had been standing there, watching 
me. 

. The object of my facial contortions was to attempt to 
discover what it felt like to be Jimmie and Tom Wells 
respectively. My method was not infallible, but it some- 
times served as an aid to perception. I had practiced it 
since childhood. You simply twist your face into the ex- 
pression of the person whose state of mind and heart 
you wish to know, and then wait to see what sort of 
‘emotions you feel. I had begun with Jimmie. First I con- 
sidered myself to be standing high and lean, very fair, 
with a straight wide mouth; and I pulled my mouth 
straight and wide, I made my eyes close down at the 
far corners, widening at the inner corners; I raised my 
eyebrows and furrowed my brow; I put my tongue in- 
side my lower lip, pulled my chin long; my nose, so 
concentratedly did I imagine it, curving up slightly at 
the bridge. Then I was self-consciously Jimmie, I said 
‘Is so,” and nodded my head sagely. A sense of help- 
lessness came over me, and I said to myself, though not 
aloud, “I lose my nerves.” I placed Robinson in the 
picture and was filled with awe and exasperation by his 
standing before me, righteous, austere, a living rebuke. 
[I clasped the fingers of my right hand round an in- 
visible knife, but I did not stab. I was overwhelmed 
with cousinly love. Widening the inner corner of my 
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eyes, and moving my straight lips soundlessly, I said; 
“Is the motor-scooter business,” and Robinson replied, “I 
have no need of motor-scooters on the island.” But still 
Jimmie did not stab him, and, as I resumed my normal 
face, I did not see how he could, in fact, have done so: 

I do not know how much of this pantomime was ob- 
served by Tom Wells, concealed in the shadow of 
the fountain, for I had not seen him yet. 

Next, I was Tom Wells. I placed my legs solidly apart 
and sat staring ahead with my bag of lucky charms 
on my lap, some of them spread out on the patio by my 
side. I opened my mouth and let the lower lip 
droop. I turned down the corners of my mouth, and 
pressed my chin down to make other chins, as flabby 
as I could think them to be. My skin was mottled and 
scored with red veins. I rounded my eyes, made them 
small and light blue, rather watery, and felt beneath 
them the drag of sallow pouches. My hair was crinkly, 
partly grey. Moving my lower lip freely I formed the 
words, “We’re lucky to be alive. A very natural type of 
woman is my wife.” I had a profound sensation of heat, 
of sweating about the neck, and my hands were podgy 
and damp. A longing came over me for the region of 
Piccadilly Circus and Soho on a summer afternoonÿ 
Dean Street, Frith Street, with the dust and paper on the 
pavement, the smell of garlic and thin people scuttling 
shiftily from door to door, plump men on business, 
small men popping out of shops in their grey suits 254 
rimless glasses. I longed to be there. But in the middlé 
of this longing I thought, “No, this isn’t Tom Wells. T° 
doing Curly Lonsdale.” 

And so I started again, the round pouchy eyes, the 
chin. This time I smiled Tom Wells smile, which was 
unlike Curlÿs, and which showed his upper gums. 
This made all the difference, and I felt myself raging 
against the inconvenience of thé plane crash, still show= 
ing the gums in the smile, and suffering a sensation of 
furious impatience at the waste of time, the loss o: 
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money, and the doubtful fate of my magazine Your 
“Future. The more I felt this anger, the more I smiled. 
-When Robinson appeared before me and said “How are 
you feeling to-day?” I clutched my ribs and said, “Pretty 
“bad. But were lucky to be alive” meanwhile closing 
“my fingers round Ethel of the Well, and wishing upon 
her, “Bring me luck, Ethel. Don’t let Henry marry my 
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-wife. Make the Aiïrline company pay compensation. Make 
“the insurance pay up. Make Robinson pay up.” Ethel of 
“the Well changed into a knife. Robinson had stolen my 
lucky charms. He had done away with my luck. I kept 
“on smiling. “Where’s Ethel, what have you done to 
Ethel?” I mouthed. Robinson replied, “They are bad for 
“Miguel. They are evil.” I desired to murder Robinson 
but I couldn’t bring Tom Wells to do that to a goose that 
might yet lay eggs of gold. Instead, I said contemptu- 
“ously, “Talking of evil, how’s your boy friend?” Robinson 
“looked at me wearily and walked away. I was still smil- 
“ing after him with the loose moist lower lip curling 
«like a cup and the wet artificial gums glistening above 
the top teeth, when I noticed Tom Wells himself in the 
-shadow of the fountain, watching me with his smile. 
-When he saw that he had been observed he nodded, as 
if to say, “I can see you.” He walked across to me 
“and said, “Feeling all right?” I had not pulled my face 
-straight immediately, hoping to mislead him into think- 
ing there was some obvious physical cause for my facial 
-contortions. Instead, I screwed up my eyes and wrin- 
kled my nose, finally passing my hand in an exag- 
gerated gesture across my eyes. I said, “The sun’s hor- 
ribly strong. I have a headache.” I screwed up my face 
again so that there should be no mistake. 
He stopped smiling and looked at me closely. 

… “Things worrying you, honey?” 
… “Oh, just the sun. It gives me a headache 
… I was actually sitting in the shadow of the house and 
the sun was shining on the opposite half of the patio. 
Still, it gave off a plausible glare. 
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“Silly to sit out of doors if the sun gives you a head- 
ache,” said Wells. - | 
“Ob, I like the fresh air.” l 
“Where’s your boy friend?” he said. 
“Who?” : 
“Pardon me,” he said, “I should have said, Robinson’'s 
boy friend.” 
I did not reply. ? 
“Maybe,” he said, “boy friend isn’t the word after all 
Boys the word. But hardly friend. Do you get me?” ® 
‘I did get your meaning,” I said, “the first time.” « 
“Oh, you did?” he said. 
I said, “If you have any complaint against Jimmie; 
you must make it to him.” 
He said, “Faithful forever. Well, you've no compe 
tion now, have you?” î 
I went indoors. It was a question whether I was under 
suspicion and by whom, for the murder of Robinson: 
I kept thinking of Jimmie’s remark, “You are strong.? 
Could it reasonably be held that I could have stab 
Robinson, and alone dragged him all the way from the 
mustard field to the Furnace? The question disturbed me 
profoundly for two main reasons. One, that my physical 
ability being proved, I might, when our existence on the 
island was discovered and the murder disclosed, b 
under equal suspicion as a killer with Tom Wells an 
Jimmie. Motives would be probed: what were Mrs 
Marlow’s relations with the dead man? Friendly, un- 
friendly! I thought of other unanswerable questions tha 
might be asked. I reflected, also that if Jimmie trul 
thought it possible that I had killed Robinson, he him- 
self was obviously innocent. The same applied to Tom 
Wells. : 
I went into Robinson’s study and stood by his tidy 
desk. I lifted a corner of the desk. It was heavy. Still 
holding the end of the desk, tilted about nine inches 
above the ground, I looked at Robinson’s eight-day 
clock. I watched four aching minutes pass until my 
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-my strength was not impaired but for the terrible pain 
in my arms and hands. I supposed that it was not an 
improbable idea that I could drag Robinson’s body up 
the mountain. I had heard that some types of murderers 


It was the beginning of our eleventh week on the 
island, two weeks since Robinson’s disappearance. I 
had recovered my senses; the stunned feeling had gone. 
My moods were like a pendulum. In the mornings I 
was jumpy with impatience and indignation, longing to 
e active, to clear up the mystery and know where we 
stood. Towards evening I would feel desolate and nos- 
talgic, brooding on Robinson. 

The blue exercise book which Robinson had given 
e for my journal was full. I took some loose sheets 
from the drawer of Robinson’s desk, the very drawer in 
-which I had discovered the rosary, and this too troubled 
me. However, I set to write as I had intended. 


. Journal, Monday 19th July. 

 Supposing that 

+ 1) Robinson was murdered by one man only. 

2) And that he was killed by stabbing with the 
knife, in the mustard field, probably between 
midnight on the 2nd July and dawn on the 3rd. 

3) That the murderer carried him to the Furnace. 

4) The evidence of this journey, the track of 
blood, being impossible to conceal, the mur- 
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; derer decided to confuse the evidence. Various 
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garments and objects were soaked in Robin- 
sons blood and scattered indiscriminately 
along the route. 

note that 
= 5) All the blood-soaked garments we found were 
either the possessions of Jimmie, myself or 
Robinson, or had been lent to Jimmie and me 
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by Robinson. Nothing was found belonging to 
Tom Wells or Miguel. 

6) The murderer must be one physically capable 
of carrying or dragging Robinson’s body over 
the mountain to the Furnace. 

7) Therefore Miguel is not questionable, although 
an official investigator may have to rule out the 
possibility of his being an accomplice. 

8) From my point of view, the suspects are Jim- 

mie Waterford and Tom Wells. One is innocent, | 

the other guilty. 

Motives. Jimmie Waterford inherits Robinson’s 

fortune. The disposition of the fortune was 

under discussion at the time of Robinson’s : 
death. The discussions were proving unfavor- 
able to Jimmie. 

10) I may remark that he is Robinson’s cousin, was ” 

brought up by Robinson’s mother, and was : 

emotionally attached to Robinson. : 

Also I observe that my friendship with Jimmie » 

did not please Robinson, and one may suppose 

some discussion on this subject had taken 

place. | 

12) Further, I note that Jimmie himself told me 

the facts of his inheritance. One may think this 
was strange, if he meditated murder for gain. ” 
13) Tom Wells had a grievance against Robinson - 
for taking away his lucky charms. He discov- “ 
ered the loss of his bag on the night of 2nd 
July, during which Robinson disappeared. d 

14) Wells was of the belief, or said he was of the ” 
belief, that a homosexual relationship existed - 
between Jimmie and Robinson. 

15) As he conveyed this sentiment to me, he also « 

expressed personal horror. 

16) I observe that Tom Wells, whether sincerely 

or not, ascribes the cause of Robinson’s death 
to a supernatural agency. 
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17) And that Tom Wells exaggerates his injury. 
He runs about playing the fool with Miguel in 
the hot sun, but when there is any useful exer- 
tion demanded of him he clasps his ribs as if 
in pain. 

Other Observations: 

Jimmie Waterford’s relations with Robinson, 
though they were unsatisfactory, were not 
acrimonious. 

Tom Wells mind is opaque. One cannot tell 
the extent of his superstitions, whether they 
could so obsess him as to provoke murder, 
whether the removal of his samples by Robin- 
son was sufficient cause. Of course, one side of 
his personality is simply materialistic, the other 
side extremely problematic. (Can he be madP 
Can he have murdered unawares?) 

Further considerations. The innocent man will 
necessarily speculate on the identity of the 
murderer. His suspicions may fall on the other 
man. However, he will not be able to rule out 
the possibility that I am the murderer. 

It may be expected that the innocent party will 
avoid as far as possible the company of the 
likely suspects, e.g., if Jimmie is innocent he 
will not wish to associate very closely with 
Wells and me. He may fear us. Wells, if he is 
innocent, should also react accordingly. 

The murderer, on the other hand, may wish to 
maintain a friendly position with his compan- 
ions, he will be eager to do so, for security’s 
sake. 

Is it possible to infer guilt or innocence from 
such attitudes? If Jimmie does not try to avoid 
Wells and me as if we were potentially dan- 
gerous and murderous, does it follow that he is 
guilty? 
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24) There remains the question, whether Robinson » 
was killed single-handed. 

25) Jimmie is making a memorial to Robinson, 
consisting of a plain wooden cross on a stand. » 


I put down the pencil and wished I were at home in 
Chelsea where once, in the middle of the night, hear- 
ing voices and footsteps in the small paved back gar- 
den, simply by lifting the telephone I caused police: 
‘men to spring up all over the premises as from thé 
dragon’s teeth. The police were instantly at the front 
door and over the garden wall. They marched through 
the hall and crowded through the kitchen to the back 
door. Just when they had got the man, another consign- 
ment braked up outside, while round the corner of the 
street four more came walking two abreast at their 
steady, doom-like and almost contemplative pace. It is 
true that a dangerous armed lunatic was at this time at 
large in the district. My intruder turned out to be only 
the lover of my upstairs lodger making his getaway 
before dawn. But I appreciated the attention of the 
Force, as I told it many times as it streamed out of the 
house, dark blue and corporate, into its line of cars 
beneath the lamplight. j 

Telling Agnes about the incident because there was 
so little to talk to Agnes about, I yet felt wearily sure 
lan Brodie would have something to say about it. He 
said, next day on the telephone, “You must give that 
whore a weeks notice. À woman in your position can 
easily let herself in for ——” | 

“How about minding your own business?” 

For in any case, even if I had very much wanted to, 
I would not have had the courage to make a fuss with 
the girl on such an issue; a woman in my position can 
easily let herself in for ridicule, can easily be marked 
down for a wishful widow, and the awful thing about 
those sort of insinuations, you never know, they might 
be true, 3 
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. “Well, if you want to keep a disorderly house, . . ? 
Ian said, his voice rising an octave on the word 

want”. 
- What struck me as I sat at Robinson’ desk with my 
murder-dosser in front of me was wonder at how I had 
ever found any resemblance between squeaky Ian 
: Brodie and solemn Robinson. 

On the walls were two engravings by Blake, an El 
Greco reproduction, and a remarkable picture, by or 
in the manner of Stubbs, of a splendid chestnut horse 
surrounded by rather wooden people. The question kept 
-tapping at the door, how to reconcile Robinson’s tastes, 
what had’ been his center? And yet since people do 
have inconsistencies of taste, or merely inherit the ob- 
jects they have around them, this question had only 
symbolic importance. I was thinking of the mystery of 
is death; all the time I snooped around his rooms I 
ied to locate his destiny: what indication had he car- 
ried about within him, that he should die by murder, at 
whose hands? 
» I wandered round the room, looking at Robinson’s 
books behind their glass, and recalling my first repul- 
‘sion to the neat sets carefully arranged, at this moment 
I could not see why they had affected me in this way. 
The bookcases were graceful and the glass fronts en- 
hanced their dignity. And I could think of numerous 
respectable people who kept their books behind glass. 
a books themselves seemed admirable, quite envi- 


ble; thirty-eight volumes of Bohn’s Antiquarian Li- 
brary, twelve volumes of Bohn’s Historical Library, a 
run of Johnson’s Lives of the Poets, a number of Pick- 
éring reprints, a complete set of the works of Hegel in 
German alongside some handsome impressive philo- 
sophers—Bosanquet, and some whose names ÎI now 
arned for the first time, Green, Caird, Wallace. The 
ajor English and German poets, nothing minor, but 
jossibly Robinson did not care for poetry. There were 
Iso numerous publications of the Bacon Society, and I 
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thought, why not? Shakespeare isn't a religion. Some 
bound monographs of the Aristotelian Society, the com-= 
ple Golden Bough. AÏl the Greek dramatists and the 
Greek and Roman philosophers in the Loeb Classics. 
Lamennais, Von Hügel, Lacordaire, hundreds of others, 
and in a case by themselves, the uncut first editions. 

When I had first seen the books I had felt sickly, had 
thought: whole sets of everything. Big names every= 
where. But now, after all, it was a relerenos HibEReS 
suitable for an island. 

I opened a bookcase by the window wall, where the 
light was poor, and peering close I found the top 
shelves filled with mystical theology, about a hundred 
books—writings of the Christian mystics, concordances 
and commentaries. The lower shelves were occupied 
by patristic literature in Latin and Greek, and all the 
English volumes of the Library of the Fathers. Placed 
to the left of these, a corner bookcase was devoted ta 
the Marian section, all heavily thumbed and annotated 
I thought, well, poor Robinson did at least give thought 
to the question, Ian Brodie only gives his screeching dis= 
approval supported by misapplied theological quota- 
tions. 

“Should you desire to possess some of the volumes 
around us, please to make a choice” This was Jimmie, 
standing in the door of Robinson’s study. “Please to re- 
tain those which you fancy.” | 

“Oh, I wouldn’t take Robinson’s books,” I said. 

“Is not now the property of Robinson,” he said mourn* 
fully. “Is mine.” : 

Jimmie would not avoid me, and so prove his inno= 
cence, It was like a game, I played the pipe and he 
would not dance. I went out of my way to be by his 
side, watching surreptitiously to see if he flinched fon 
contact with me. He seemed only relieved by this ap- 
parent melting on my part. Clearly, I argued with my= 
self, he did not suspect me of murdering Robinson. 
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and his remark, “You are strong,” had been, most likely, 
intended to check my intrusive suspicions of himself, 
-as who, whether innocent or not, should say, “Be care- 
_ful. If you blame me, I can equally blame you.” 


the worry? what was Robinson to you? why bother? It 
was, I thought, always desirable that justice should be 
done, but I had never thought of myself as an avenger, 
a hunter-down of evil. It was one thing to applaud 
justice, another to bring it about, My fervor surprised 
me, of course. One thing I do know: I was just as 
anxious to prevent injustice as to cause justice. There, 
I was personally endangered, and I could not help 
feeling that so, to a greater extent, was Jimmie. In fact, 
without evidence, I suspected Tom Wells of the mur- 
der. 

And because Jimmie would not treat me as a candi- 
date for the crime, rather than put this down to his guilt 
I concluded that he, too, had fixed on Tom Wells as the 
 criminal. 


. It had come as a new idea to me that the island now 
belonged to Jimmie. Soon afterwards, when Tom Wells 
and Miguel were out of the way, I said to him, 

“We ought to discuss the murder.” 
… “Is not to be endured. I lose my nerves.” 
. “If the island is yours, you are responsible for what 
happens. You must call a conference.” 
“Wherefore a conference? Is enough that I grieve in 
my heart” 
“ TJ had not intended confiding in Jimmie, but his an- 
swer annoyed me, it struck me as irresponsible. 
_ I said, “Tom Wells is a killer.” 
- Jimmie said, “As for my part, I do not accuse.” 

I stood by the open door, actually ready to run for 
t in case of trouble, since really I kmew very little of 
immie, and said, “If it wasn’t him it must have been 


127 


At times I asked myself, what purpose is served by — 


ROBINSON 


“Not so,” he said. 

“In that case,” I said, “you believe me to be the mur- 
derer.” 

“Please not to utter such a declaration.” | 

“Look here,” I said, “you don’t suppose Miguel” 

“Is not within reason. I do not study to accuse.” 

“Then perhaps you share the view,” I said, “with: 
Wells that Robinson was stabbed by a spook?” 

“Is folly,” he said, “to imagine such an irrational oc- 
currence.” ; 

“What is your opinion?” 

“Opinion? Alas, is not a time for opinions. I sorrow, 
I lose my nerves.” 

After that I reluctantly and tentatively passe Jimmy 
again under suspicion. 


2 


Less than three weeks remained before the pome- 
granate boat was due. Miguel was off his food. When: 
we managed, by coaxing, to get him to eat something, 
he frequently vomited half an hour later. Sometimes he 
lay in a fever which lasted about two hours. We dosed\ 
and injected him, but his sickness kept recurring. We 
put it down to “the terrible strain,” without ever men- 
tioning of what. In between his sick attacks he lolled, 
about the patio with Tom Wells, or followed me about 
the house. He did not seem to take to Jimmie. Not that 
he took against him, it was only that he seemed to re- 
gard Jimmie as a £ool, not worth considering. 5 

I often wondered how he worked out Robinson’s 
death in his mind, and whether the question of its cause 
and agency had occurred to him at all. He was not ap- 
parently afraid of us, but had acquired a general nervi- 
ness. $ 

I found it hard to believe that Robinson had made no 
provision for Miguel in the event of his death. I said 
to Jimmie, “Robinson must have left a will. Perhaps it 
is among his papers. Perhaps the island is not yours; 
after all” 
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“Is mine, as I have knowledge, seeing that I already 
discover the will of Robinson among his papers. 
: “Well, you might have mentioned it before.” 
“Ts our family business.” 
“Ah well, so is the murder, I suppose.” 
“Ts so, mayhaps.” 
“What i is to happen to Miguel?” 


“Is our family business. I take him to the aunties.” 


ÉLUS. 2 L'ART, 


On Thursday, the 22nd of July, a plane flew fairly 

high over the island. There was a drizzle that day. I 
was in Robinsons study at the time making a rosary 
for Miguel out of a string of amber beads that had 
been amongst the salvage. I had become quite callous 
about the salvage, and had already made free of the 
frocks. 
_ Miguels temperature was normal that day, though 
he was still sickly and restless. He had been wandering 
about the house, watching Tom Wells at his writing and 
me at my rosary making, and he had drifted silently 
down to the mustard field where Jimmie had already 
erected his memorial to Robinson and was now carving 
some words on the base. About half-past two in the 
afternoon Miguel came bursting into the house. 

“There's an aeroplane coming over from the sky 
. Outside I could see the mist was partially covering 
the island from the west. The plane approached from 
the north-east. Jimmie had hurried in from the mustard 
field and made for the gun-room where the rockets 
were kept. I fetched the big red signal kite from Robin- 
son’s study and brought it out to the patio where I found 
Tom Wells gazing skyward and clutching his ribs. The 
plane was over the island and away before Jimmie came 
back to demand the key of the gun-room which I kept 
on a string round my neck. 

I handed him the kite. “Unwind it,” I said. “TI fetch 
he rockets.” 

“Too late,” said Tom Wells, “the planes gone.” 
É., 129 
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“It may come back.” : | 

There was insufficient breeze to carry the kite but 
we fired rockets at intervals throughout the afternoo 
and the following night. There was no further sign of 
the plane, which must have observed nothing specia 
to report about our island, a minute green rock in the 
Atlantic. But the excitement of our rockets far into the 
night had a good effect on Miguel. Although he es 
fever next morning, he was in better spirits and b 
the afternoon he was recovered. As there was a high. 
breeze that day, I gave him Robinson’s splendid red kite 
with its long sequin tail which previously had been 
forbidden to him. I showed him how to fly it, Re 
he stood unwinding, holding the heavy apparatus wi 
dificulty, he said, 

“Is it mine to keep?” 
“See if you can signal the aeroplane to come back 
said. 

“Ts it mine to keep?” 

“You’ll have to ask Jimmie,” I said. 

“Does it belong to Jimmie now that Robinson’s dead?” 
he said, quite casually, with his eye on the kite. 

“Yes. The island belongs to Jimmie.” 

I could see that he was beginning to forget his loss o 
Robinson, less than three weeks after his death, ss of 
was thankful, because his brooding had been a worry: 
and I wondered if Brian, though older and different 
might by now have accepted my death. 


Con. 


The pomegranate boat was expected between th 
eight and tenth of August. I allowed myself to sit gaz: 
ing out to sea in the hope that it would appear before 
time, and also in dread, since the boat would find us 
with a murder on our hands. Meanwhile I made the 
rosary for Miguel. It was a difficult process, for the 
tiny holes in the golden beads were too small for de 
needle; and as I had to make each hole larger with a 
canvas-bodkin, I worked slowly. I had not quite fin 
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ished it when Jimmie announced the completion of the 
memorial. Miguel and I went down to the mustard field. 
The memorial had been placed at the spot where Rob- 
‘inson's blood-stained jacket and the clasp-knife had 
been found. It consisted of a wooden cross, very neatly 
made and joined, although the left arm was longer 
than the right, and the shaft was set at a slight angle. 
On the plain block base was inscribed in uneven let- 
 tering, 


IX MEMoRIAM 
MILES MARY ROBINSON 
1903—1954 


This filled up the whole of the space on the front of the 
block. “Is no further room for R.ILP.” said Jimmie. 
Initially I did aim to insert R.LP. but is not possible. 
The first letters I create too tall, and then, behold, is 
no more space.” 

- Miguel said to Jimmie, pointing at the memorial, “Ts 
that Robinson?” 

“How is it that you mean?” said Jimmie. 

Miguel looked bafled at this question and though 
-Jimmie pressed him he would not answer. I supposed 
“he thought of the memorial as a stort of statue of Robin- 
“son when, later on in the house, he asked me, “Why is 
“one of Robinson’s arms longer than the other?” and 
'after considering his meaning I said, “Oh, you mean 
the memorial?” And sometimes, though he referred to 
“it as the memorial, he seemed to hold some sort of 
pathetic fallacy: “Won’t the memorial be cold out there 
all night?” He seemed to feel that Robinson’s real pres- 
“ence had been transformed into the memorial. It was 
“always impossible to know exactly what was going on 
-in his mind. 


The more I pondered the murder the more did I 
come to think of Robinson as a kind of legendary figure 
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since it was hard to believe that only a few weeks had! 
passed since he had led me on my first visit to the Fur- 
nace. Perhaps, even at that time, he had assumed near: 
mythical dimensions in my eyes. I saw him now as 
austere sea-bound hero, a noble heretic who, to follo 
his mystical destiny, had hidden himself away from the 
world with only a child-disciple for company. I sup* 
posed he had recognized in Miguel a strong unformed 
religious potentiality. Robinson himself was essentially 
a religious man. Jimmie had once, in the manner of one 
who had a relative bitten with an eccentric ambition; 
referred to Robinson’s desire for spiritual advancement: 
In thinking of Robinson, I had to perform an act of 
imaginative distortion in that I could not think of him 
as a part of the present tense, a human creature who had 
been born into a particular age and at a particular point 
of developed doctrine-I vaguely thought of him as 
having no proper station in life like the rest of us. . 
thought of his rescue work at the time of the crash, hi 
nursing us to health, the burial of the dead, and hi 
patience with our ungrateful intrusion into his electe 
solitude. That he should have met his end at the hand 
of one of his beneficiaries seemed to me the essence of 
his tragedy. And in this interesting light he took on th 
heroic character of a pagan pre-Christian victim of ex 
piation. 

I used to spend a lot of time in Robinson’s rooms 
recalling his attempts to entertain us with his Rossi 
recordings, and sometimes imparting information abou 
the history and legends of the island. Robinson’s eve 
nings had clearly been an effort to him; I recalled th 
prevalent feeling of his trying to bring order out o 
chaos in a schoolmasterly way, never really trusting the 
evening to go smoothly unless he organized it for us. 

I was surprised at the clarity and number of his inci- 
dental remarks, which my memory, like a recordin 
instrument, now played back to me. And for the a 
time I recalled certain pieces of information which 1 
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+ not really listened to when Robinson had imparted 
them. - 

He had told us that if the island was the southern- 
-most part of Atlantis, as the legends suggested, this 
would extend the current speculations about the size 
of Atlantis by fifteen hundred miles. The island had 
«been a peninsula, famous for its pomegranate orchards 
» which had been planted by King Arthur. Another 
- legend told of a beautiful northern princess who had 
been carried there by a half-human demon and im- 
-prisoned in the mountain beneath the Furnace. From 
there her screams attracted a shepherd who gallantly 
threw himself in the Furnace to be imprisoned with her. 
The scream could still be heard whenever the crater 
was disturbed by an object entering it. The lovers can 
only be released if a priest is prepared to bless them 
and die immediately afterwards. Another group of 
legends claimed the island to be the home of the Greek 
Hesperus, and assigned an oracular function to the 
» Furnace. 

. Chance fragments of Robinson’s conversation re- 
curred to me at this time, although when he told these 
stories I had usually been thinking of something else, 
“had been occupied with Jimmie’s intriguing qualities, 
“or burned-up with irritation at Tom Wells, or day-dream- 
“ing about Chelsea. In fact, it was not until some months 
“after I had left the island, when I was questioned about 
“its history, that I remembered points in Robinson’s con- 
versations that I had previously forgotten. And even 
“now I keep remembering new facts which Robinson 
“save us then, night after night, as if compelled to do so 
lest we should run amok. 

“ When I sat in Robinson’s rooms summoning up his 
“presence, it was not only the substance of his conversa- 
tion that returned to me, but also the tone of his voice, 
“even, rhythmical, almost a chant, which had a slightly 
-mesmeric effect: 

. “The history is obscure. ..…. 
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“Traditional hermits home. Five of them . .. one on 
each Arm, one on each Leg, and one. ... À 

“A few Arabs, Danes. ... 

“A line of Portuguese have successively owned the 
island. 

“Yes, eccentrics, I daresay. ... 

“The history is obscure. . .…. 

“The island has always been privately owned. 

“Bought and sold. ... 

“Smugglers’ hide-out, of course. 

“Too small to need more than nominal pres = 
“Ruling powers not really interested. 

“The history is obscure. . 
“Most of the craters active six hundred years ago. . .… 
“Vasco da Gama’s fleet nosed in. 

In the late afternoon of the day rien Jimmie fnished 
the memorial I mooned round Robinson’s rooms, + 
ing a duster, touching books and almost hearing his 
voice intone on the subject of the island. On a sid 
table lay his reading glasses face-down with the shaf 
upright, in the position in which he had left them. Fro: 
curiosity, and because I had been considering the 
culiar essence of Robinson, I tried on the glasses. Usu 
ly when, for some idle reason, I have tried on other 
people’s glasses everything has looked out of focus, ha 
appeared to swim, as if I were unwell. I expected som 
mild sensation of this kind when I tried on Robinson 
glasses, but I did not expect what happened. The roo: 
swung over and round in a swivel movement. The boo 
leaped from the shelves and piled over the carpet. Ever 
thing on the tables and the desk whirled on to the floot 
and even then did not stay still. I myself staggered anc 
reeled with the room, and as I clung to the back of : 
heavy leather chair the El Greco Agony flew off th 
wall, to which it had been very tightly clamped, jus! 
missing me. As for Robinson’s glasses, they had no 
been on my nose for the space of a blink, but I did no 
need their absence to tell me that the room was rocking 


134 


RARNERECD EE 


ROBINSON 


‘in any case, without their aid. The pitch and toss grew 
gradually milder. I fixed my eye on one of the books 
_spread open on the floor. It steadied up, so that I could 
: see the book-plate on the inside of the cover, and it re- 


solus.” I caught sight of Miguel running past the win- 

_dow with a grin on his face. He came inside and 6pened 

_the study door, smiling excitedly. 

“Mr. Tom is under his bed,” he said. 

“Do you often have earthquakes here?” 

“T think so. Jimmie has cut his hand on a piece of 
glass.” 

- “Are they all as severe as this?” I said. 

“AI what?” 

“Severe. Bad. Are they all bad, like this?” 

“They aren’t bad. Robinson said so.” 

“T call it bad,” I said. 

“Mr. Tom is under his bed.” 

. Tom Wells must have emerged from his shelter, for 
he was now crossing the patio looking pale, flabby and 

» troubled, in the half-light. 

“Wheres your boy friend?” he said sharply to me. 

. Jimmie emerged from the kitchen door with his hand 
bound in a towel like a huge stump. 

“T have received a shock,” he said, 

“Look here, Waterford,” said Tom Wells, “you own 

this island, don’t you?” 

“Is mine,” said Jimmie, unwinding the towel slightly, 

then quickly, at the sight of his blood, replacing the 

fold. 

- “Take it from me,” said Wells, “you’re going to have 

to pay me damages.” 

 “Alas, where have you been damaged?” said Jimmie, 

nursing the towel. 

- “Im covered with knocks. m going to claim dam- 

ages.” 

À ÉTell him its an Act of God,” I said to Jimmie. 

… “Is an act from God,” said Jimmie. 
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“Like the murder,” said Wells. 
“How do you mean?” said Jimmie. But Tom pe 
walked tremulously into the house. 

Miguel had started clearing up the mess, as if LÉ 
routine. I joined him in the kitchen, separating the 
broken crockery and glass from that which was left 
intact, or merely cracked. Very soon, however, the de: 
layed effects of the earthquake overtook me, and the 
lamplit kitchen went out of focus, swimming before m 
eyes as if I had tried on someone else’s glasses. I wen 
to my room and lay down, not sure if, on entering the 
room, I had encountered Tom Wells again, startled an 
guilty, outside the door of my room, or if I had imagine 
it. 


Next day Jimmie had to set up the memorial again: 
It had toppled over during the earthquake. Miguel; 
however, did not accompany him, but instead hung 
round me to see the completion of the rosary which was: 
now quite presentable. I fixed to the chaplet a cross 
which I had made, with difficulty, from the smallest of 
the amber beads threaded with thin wire. Miguel wa 
magnetized by this new trinket, and when I showed 
him how to use it he was not content until he had mas“ 
tered the technique, holding between his frail brown 
fingers and thumb glittering bead by bead, nodding his 
head in time to the repetitive prayers, completely under. 
the spell. It crossed my mind how easily he was in 
fluenced. “Santa Maria” he said suddenly. “Mäe de 
Deus,” and I realized he had heard the rosary recited. 
in his infancy. 

By way of conversation, and because he liked to kno 
the ins and outs of anything, once it had captured his’ 
interest, I said, “It ought to be blessed by a priest, but 
as there isn't a priest on the island I daresay you can 
gain all the indulgences without a blessing” These 
words, which he but dimly understood, dazzied hi 
considerably. I suppose the unknown element, “indu 
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gences”, to be gained from a “priests blessing”, gave 


noon. 

- “What is indulgencesP” “Can you pray on Ethel of 

the Well?” “Is Mr. Tom a Catholic?” “Is Jimmie . .. P” 

_ He displayed the rosary to Tom Wells at the first op- 
portunity. 

Wells said: “That's an R.C. item. Robinson wouldn’t 

have approved.” 

- Miguel sensed danger and hurried off with his trea- 
1re. 

“You should respect Robinson’s wishes,” said Wells. 

“He always said how easily anyone could corrupt the 

boy.” 

“You speak too late,” I said, “since l’ve already started 

to corrupt him.” . 

_ “Itisn’t a laughing matter.” 

“Very true.” 

> Something else about his words sounded odd to me: 

I could hardly believe that Robinson’s murderer would 

- say, “You should respect Robinson’s wishes.” 
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I. 1s not that I judge people by their appearance, buts 
it is true that I am fascinated by their faces. I do not” 
stare in their presence. I like to take the impression of” 
a face home with me, there to stare at and chew over i 
in privacy, as a wild beast prefers to devour its prey in 
concealment. 

As a means of judging character it is a misleading 
practice, and as for physiognomy the science, I kno 
nothing of that. The misleading element, in fact, pro-. 
vides the essence of my satisfaction. In the course of 
deciphering a face, its shape, tones, lines and droops as 
if these were words and sentences of a message from: 
the interior, I fix upon it a character which, though 
know it to be distorted, never quite untrue, never en- 
tirely true, interests me. I am as near the mark as myth 
is to history, the apocrypha to the canon. I seek no justi- 
fication for this habit, it is one of the things I do. Most 
of all, I love to compare faces. I have seen a bus con- 
ductor who resembles a woman don of my ns 


I have seen the face of Agnes throwing itself from sidi 
to side in the pulpit; I make a meal of these. ‘4 
AI the time I was on the island I set considerabl 
store by faces; and in the absence of normal criteria of 

judgment, I fell back on intuitions of faces whenever 
was frightened. | 
The facial resemblance between Tom Wells and Cas 
Lonsdale lay more in the expression than the actual 
features. Curly's mouth was not so loose. But both ha 
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the habit of keeping their mouths open all the time, 
and you would sometimes think they were smiling when 
- they were not. 

Curly Lonsdale once remarked, “Life is based on 
»blackmaïl”, but I have since come to think he had him- 
self in mind, not as the blackmaïler but the blackmaïled. 
-I think he had in mind the fact that he had always 
. operated within an inch of the law; and “life” for Curly 
consisted of those standards of behavior which he had 
set up for himself. 


The pomegranate boat was expected in nine or ten 
days. I was more and more impatient, and at the 
. same time apprehensive. It gave rise to a feeling not un- 
like guilt to imagine in advance the men spilling ashore 
on the white beach. “Where’s Robinson?” Or perhaps 
they spoke only Portuguese, and would question Jimmie 
or Miguel. Tom Wells and I would look on, as if we 
were both of a piece. And they would, in turn, look at 
us, would of course put us under arrest. Probably weeks 
- and months of detention and inquiries would transpire 
- before I could go home. 
Tom Wells found me alone in Robinson’s study and 
said, “There’s something I want to say to you privately.” 
” I said, “If its blackmail, sorry Im not rich 
He said, “I don’t understand.” 
“True enough,” I said. “No one will believe you if 
you try to pin the murder on me.” 
» “Honey, I wouldn’t dream of framing you. What I 
- wanted to say was——” 

» “Why are you blackmailing JimmieP” I thought for a 
-moment that he was still smiling, but I was wrong, it 
“was his loose mouth. He said, “If you know what's good 
for you, you'll keep your mouth shut” 
- “I do not, as a rule, go about with it hanging open.” 
- “Thats the bitch” he said. “You were always a bitch 
to Robinson.” 
> “You are trying to blackmail Jimmie.” 
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“Pm negotiating for a settlement. l've sustained dam 
ages on his island. If he doesn't want a reckon-up with 
me, hell get it elsewhere.” : 

“Yow’1l never get away with that,” I said. 

“Listen,” he said, “be reasonable. Do you want me ta 
put your boy friend in the way of difficulties?” j 

I said, “What difficulties?” and looked out of the “#2 
dow to see if Jimmie or Miguel were about. 

“What I want to say to you,” he said, “is this. Wed 
better have an understanding about the murder.” 

“In my opinion,” I said, “it was occasioned by a supers 
natural force.” 5; 

He looked at me to see what I meant, and was not 
sure. He said, “Thats a good enough yarn for our: 
selves, dear—or rather, was until your boy friend settled 
down a bit. He must have been worried, naturally, after 
what he did. But you mustn’t talk about the super 
natural to the dicks, dear, it makes them cross as sel 

“No,” I said, “I shall not say things like that” E 
looked out of the window. : 

“Now you’re talking sense, sweetie, you’re talking gooc 
sense. Now, we’d better have an understanding. I di 
think of suicide. What do you think of suicide?” : 

“If you care to commit suicide,” I said, “that's vor 
affair. But I'm bound to point out it is a mortal sin.” 

“You playing dumb, dear?” 

I said, “T don't agree to put out the tale that Robinson 
committed suicide”, and took another look out of the 
window to see if anyone was nearby. 

“Then itll have to be an accident. Robinson had ar 
accident. He slipped and fell on the mountain and he 
broke his neck. His face was badly bashed in, d’you see; 
not recognizable. We buried him among the victims o 1 
the crash, poor chap.” 

“Anything else?” I said. “Because Im busy at the 
moment.” Î 

“Well burn the evidence tonight,” he said, “and we 
shall sign the statement tomorrow.” 
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. “What statement?” 

“The one l’m going to prepare. I just wanted to know 
whether you preferred suicide or an accident, Mind you, 
suicide would be sound, because he was a bit touched in 
the head, Robinson.” 

I said, “Have you consulted Jimmie?” 

“About the damages?—Thats another matter, you 
don't come into that. We sign the statement about Robin- 
sons misfortune after Jimmie has signed his agreement 
> with me about the damages.” 

“Has Jimmie agreed to swear that Robinson was killed 
in an accident?” 

_ “Oh yes, and hell come across with it, What d’you 
take him for?” 

‘I dont believe you.” There was no sign of anyone 
from the window. I did not know if Jimmie or Miguel 
were near the house. 

. “D'you suppose he’s going to give himself up?” said 
Wells. 

“No; why should he?” 

. Tom Wells said, “Yes, why should he?” He looked at 
me in a frightening way and said, “You're not such an 
“unnatural bitch that you’d shop your man, are you?” 
He laid his large hand on my shoulder, gripping pain- 


11 Y. 

I said, “Take your hand off my shoulder.” 

He said, “You’ll sign the statement.” 

à J said, “Take your hand off my shoulder or I shall 


your way.” 

à “What you say, honey,” he said, “is natural enough. 

Td give you a slice, but you won’t need it, that's honest, 
if you know how to handle your boy friend. Youre on 

to a good thing there, and some of its in motor-scooters, 


—vou can't go wrong with motor-scooters.” 
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“You have forgotten Miguel,” I said. 
He said, “Tom Wells never forgets.” : 
“He saw the blood,” I said, “and the bloodstains and 
the knife.” 4 
“Naturally,” said Wells, “he saw the blood and the 
knife. Anyone can see the youngster’s backward. And he 
has a lot of imagination, and he has a touch of fever 
besides being a bit peculiar in the head—not surprising, 
when you think of the unnatural life. No one’s going to: 
listen to Miguel about the blood and the knife” 
“Anything else? Because l’m busy.” H 
He said, “You’ll sign the agreement.” Out of the win- 
dow I saw Jimmie and Miguel walking across the patio. 
I said to Tom Wells, “Go to hell”, and left him. + 
Ten minutes later I saw Miguel sidle up to Tom Wells 
on the patio. I had long been disabused of the idea tha 
a child is an instinctive judge of character, but I neve 
ceased to wonder at the attraction Miguel felt towards 
Tom Wells, who moreover treated him quite roughly. 
+ 
“Sign his paper,” said Jimmie. “Is best.” 1 
“You must be mad,” I said. + 
“Is so,” said Jimmie, “that I want my head examined. 
But I see is best to sign.” 
“You must be guilty,” I said, “of killing Robinson.” Î 
“Ts not so. Never do I think to take care of Robinson.” 
“Then l'd see Tom Wells in hell before I would sign 
his statement. And mind you don't sign any agreemen 
to pay him money.” 
“Is a dangerous man,” said Jimmie. “You do not con: 
ceive what story he has prepared, in the event we do 


not sign.” 
“He will accuse you of the murder. Don’t worry, de 
motive of Robinson’s inheritance doesn’t count for every- 
thing. The police usually find the guilty man; and ii] 
youw’re innocent, simply say so.” 
“Is not the story which he has prepared,” said Jimmie 
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“He has prepared to accuse you, that you have stabbed 
with the knife.” 

‘TI really don't think that would be believed,” I said. 
» ‘I don't think I look strong enough to drag a body up 
the mountain.” 

| “Tom Wells has prepared to accuse that you did knife 
* Robinson at the dawn in the mustard field, and he 
-accuses that he has heard you return to the house and 
» confide these doings to me, which this Wells declares 
» he has heard. Whereafter together we depart to the place 
where is the body of Robinson, and we transport this 
| body to the Furnace.” 

… I said, “Why should 1 kill Robinson?” 

“Is the declaration of Tom Wells that you have done 
the crime on purpose to gain for me the fortune. Where- 
after you marry me.” 

I said, “You must see now, Jimmie, that Tom Wells 
is the criminal.” 

“I do not accuse. Is dangerous to accuse. Mayhaps in 
consequence he should request a duel. He is entitled 
to make such demand. Then is mayhaps blood shed. 
Is serious to say to a man, ‘Behold, you have killed. 
Is better to sign the statement.” 

This speech gave me no pleasure. 

“Do you really think,” I said, “anyone would believe 
his story?” 

- “Is better to sign,” he said. 


I wrote my island journal that night, Saturday, the 
1st July. I did not know at the time that it was to be 
“the last entry, but I realized for the first time that my 
journal might be a fateful sort of document, might 
come in useful, and so I wrote with special thought. 


1) I begin by stating that I have reached the 

conclusion that T. Wells murdered Robinson. 
2) I may remark that the motive of gain which 
might lay suspicion on Jimmie Waterford or 
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on myself is not likely to be thought unques- 
tionably conclusive. The question would arise, 
might not the transparency of this motive deter 
a potential murder? Further, would not the … 
criminal take the utmost care to conceal this 
guiltP—It must be remembered that the blood- 
stained articles which were found between the 
mustard field and the Furnace had been in use . 
by Jimmie, Robinson and myself. Nothing be- 
longing to Tom Wells was found. Far from 
contributing to the case against Jimmie and me, 
this casts suspicion, I believe, on Tom Wells. 

8) Also, I observe that from the type and position 
of the bloodstained articles they had been de- 
liberately planted there. 

4) Tom Wells is a blackmailer. He has put it to 
me that we all three sign a statement to the 
effect that Robinson died of an accident. I say 
“put it to me” but in fact he seemed to think it 
certain Ï1 would agree. I gained the impres- 
sion from Wells that he was counting on my 
affection for Jimmie, and my desire to cover up 
for him. 

The price of this hushing up of the murder 
is a sum of money to be extorted from Jimmie. 

But I have further information from Jimmie 
about Wells’ intentions. Failing our agreement 
to sign his statement, he proposes to inform 
the Portuguese authorities that I murdered Rob- 
inson by stabbing with a knife, subsequently 
persuading Jimmie to assist me in disposing of 
the body; motive being to acquire for Jimmie 
Robinson’s fortune, and later to marry Jimmie. 

5) Jimmie tells me he is prepared to sign the 

statement. This may mean one of four things: 

i) That he is guilty. | 

üi) That he is innocent but afraid of being 
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implicated, or desires to avoid trouble in 
general. 

ii) That he desires to save me from being 
implicated. 

iv) That he is in league with Tom Wells. 

6) I favor the proposition that Jimmie is innocent 
but wants to avoid trouble and so is prepared 
to acquiesce in Tom Wells demands. 

7) I leave the possibility of Jimmie’s guilt to con- 
sider the question of Tom Wells. 

8) I know him to be a blackmaïler in one instance. 
Ï think he may be a professional blackmailer. 

If that is so, and Robinson had evidence of it, 
that would provide a motive for murder. 

TI am thinking of the papers which were 
missing from Tom Wells bag when it was re- 
stored to him by Robinson, and about which 
Wells made a fuss, (see Journal 31st June), 
and I think it possible that his luck-and-occult 
racket is a cover for trade in blackmail, and a 
means to it. Ï am thinking of all the people 
who write and tell him all their secrets. 

9) It is possible that the body may be retrieved 
from the Furnace. 
_ 10) I do not think of signing Tom Wells statement. 


I had been using loose sheets of paper for my journal 
since I had filled the blue exercise book which Robinson 
had given to me. I slipped the sheets inside the back 
cover of the exercise book and put it in a drawer in my 
room where I kept it. 

. The question of signing the statement was giving 
me more trouble than I had allowed to appear in the 
“journal. The morals of the question apart, I felt strongly 
that it would be the greatest folly to falsify evidence in 
a way that might easily be detected by expert crimi- 
nologists, and I also had a horror of placing myself in 
Tom Wells power. 
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I felt that in opposing Jimmie and Wells I was up 


one colored by romance, the other by crime. We were 
on the same island but in different worlds. 4 

Although these things were clear to me, I was afraïd 
of pressure. I feared the united pressure of Jimmie and 
Tom Wells, and, more, the pressure of the scheme’s ex 


newspapers. I was beginning to think up an idea that 
really there was no reason why the scheme should not 
be successful, when I decided to put the temptation 
out of my reach. I went to find Miguel. He was fishing 
in the lake. “Miguel,” I said, “do you know what a lie 
is?” 
He said, “Yes.” 
“What is a lie?” 
He screwed up his face to search his memory, then he 
said, “When you say something is different from what 
you think it is.” It sounded like a set piece of Robinson's 
teaching. Although Miguel was truthful, I was not sure 
that he understood the formula. 
“Do you remember,” I said, “the day that Robinsor 
disappeared?” 
He screwed up his face as if to recall something and 
I understood that he was trying to remember the date. 
“I mean, do you remember what happened on that 
day, and what we did?” 
“Yes, Mr. Tom found the knife and Robinson’s jacket. 
We went to look for Robinson.” | 
I said, “What do you think happened to Robinson?” 
“Someone killed him,” he said. 
“Who do you think killed him?” 
“The Parroveevil,” he said. 
“Say it again.” 
He repeated it twice, and presently I discerned t 
influence of Tom Wells and his Power of Evil 
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- “Suppose someone said that Robinson fell down, alone 
by himself on the mountain, and was killed?” 

“Who said itP?”° 

“Suppose someone said it, what would that be?” 

He said, “A mistake.” 

I said, “Do you remember the things we found when 

we were looking for Robinson?” 

He said, “All the clothes.” 

“Thats right. What did they look like?” 

“They were all over blood,” he said. 

“Suppose,” Î continued, “that one of us said we 

didn't find any clothes at all, and that there wasn’t any 

. blood?” 

“That would be silly,” he said. 

“Would it be truer” 

“No, they must be making a mistake.” 

I thought, what odds if he doesn't know what a lie 

- is, so long as he speaks the truth? And by his puzzled 

» look I was satisfied that the present conversation would 

» stick in his mind. It would be difficult, now, to persuade 

- him that he had dreamt the evidence of Robinson’s death. 


The swimming suit was slightly too big for me, but it 
- was the best I could find among the salvage. I re- 
- gretted not availing myself of it earlier, when I had been 
obliged to sit enviously on the shore of the lake and 
* watch Jimmie and Robinson splashing about in bathing 
* trunks and Miguel swimming naked, diving like a rocket. 
There had been no garment for me to bathe in. “Bathe 
in nothing at all’ Jimmie had advised, “and we avert 
our gaze.” 

… “Theres a woman’s swimming suit amongst the sal- 
vage,” Robinson had said. 

” I had come to the lake to cool off after a violent en- 
“counter with Tom Wells and Jimmie. I had told them 
“both at breakfast that I would not sign the state- 
ment, and I deliberately spoke in front of Miguel, hop- 
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ing that he would take in something of the meanin | 
rather than the mere vibrations. 
“Better to sign,” said Jimmie. 
“Look, lets all get together and discuss it in private, 
said Wells, looking at Miguel. : 
“There’s nothing to discuss.” 
“We meet at 2 p.m.,” said Wells. “Thats final.” 
“Better to sign,” said Jimmie. 
I said to Jimmie, “You make me sick.” à 
He sprang up and banged the table. “Is on your 
behalf that I make you sick.” | 
I had not seen Jimmie lose his temper before. I was 
taken aback and must have shown it, for Tom Wells was 
quick to follow this advantage with a loud-voiced, 
“You’ll sign, if its the last thing you do. Robinson died 
of an accident—get it?” ; 
Jimmie turned on him and said, “Get it-is not nice 
to address a lady like the thunder, get it.” 
“Come away, Miguel,” I said loftily. “Come with me” 
He came hesitantly. Tom Wells called after me: 
“Two p.m.” 
At two o’clock I was cooling myself in the lake, ] 
had avoided the house all day and had brought food 
to eat by the lake. I was regretting that I had not 
availed myself of the salvaged bathing dress in our early 
days on the island. I would have preferred the sea, but 
Robinson had warned us of the sharks. Apart from the 
streams which scored the island, and which were often 
only ankle-deep, the lake was the only bathing place. . 
It was wonderfully soothing and the blue-green effect 
was only slightly diminished when one was actually in 
the water. I think the color was caused by some 
mineral in the lake water rather than reflection from 
the sky; when I sent a splash into the air, it looked like 
a shower of transparent blue gems. Making big splashes 
to some extent alleviated the apprehensive pain above 
my stomach, a physical pain which I had been going 
about with for the last two weeks, and which I realize 
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. had been nibbling inside me since Robinson’s disap- 
pearance. 

It had been a favorite game of Bluebell, when Rob- 
inson was swimming in the lake, to race along the bank 
trying to catch the glittering blue beads of water which 
he threw in her direction. I caught sight of the cat on 
the bank as I dabbled around, saw it was trying to egg 
me on to play. It did this by planting its forepaws to- 
gether on the very verge of the lake and waggling its 
hindquarters ready to spring. The technique of the game, 
on the swimmer’s part, was to send a shower of spray a 
little above and in front of the cat, and then she would 
leap, almost fly in the air after the elusive drops. Blue- 
bell did not seem to mind when it occasionally drenched 
her, but would shake the blue water off her head and 
crouch for the next spring. I swam in to the edge and 
obliged her with à high-thrown handful of lake water. 
She gave a beautiful leap, her slate-blue coat looking 
far more blue beside the lake. I swam farther round, 
* churning out Bluebells shower with the back of my 
+ hand. “Come on, Bluebell” I called to her, “waters 
} good for the nerves” I wondered how soon the cat 
- would tire, and decided to see if she would follow me 


+ 


- all round the lake, trotting, crouching, leaping, in her 
wonderful rhythm. We were more than half-way round 
_when she got bored, and browsed off among the ferns 
towards the cliff edge. I drifted for a small while, then 
decided to set off again towards the bank where I had 
left my clothes. I did not intend to return to the house 
just yet; I had it in mind to walk down the cliff-path 
and through the copse of blue-gum trees to the Pome- 
-granate beach, there to let the white sand trickle through 
my toes and fingers. I started cutting across the lake, 
and when I had almost reached the middle I caught 
sight of Tom Wells disappearing behind some shrub- 
bery near the spot where I had left my clothes. At first 
[ thought he was lying in wait for me behind the 
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shrubbery, but as I came up to the bank I saw him 

retreating farther off, shuflling up to the house. 
The key of the gun-room, which I usually kept on a 

string round my neck, was missing from among my 


returned. .# 
I dressed quickly and went in search of Jimmie. He | 
was drinking brandy in Robinson’s study. When he saw” 
me he said, 
“Alas, I am abased to the servile floor.” 


me.” | 
He jumped up. “He has assaulted you to obtain this, 
key?” 
“No, I left it lying about.” 
Jimmie filled his glass and said, “Is my keÿ—lo, 
all is mine.” = 4 
I said, “Take care what you do. He has probabl / 
armed himself” 
“He is angered in the extreme, that you do not sign” 
the statement today,” Jimmie said. “Thus mayhaps he 
shall insist by pointing the pistol. Is not humorous.” 
“Have you signed his statement?” | 
“No, no. Is fruitless if all do not agree” 


money?” ‘e 4 
“No, is fruitless if all do not agree to Robinson’s Ne. 
_ dent” 
il have a sort of weapon against Tom Wells.” 
“Yes, yes,” said Jimmie. “I do recall the pistol. ere 

‘I don't mean the pistol,” I said. “I mean my j journal. 

It is a sort of evidence, a dossier. People would find it 
difficult to reconcile Tom Wells story with the journal.” 
Jimmie was only half-listening. “If you please” he 
said, “is best to place the little gun into my charge [s 
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| necessary, in the event that I am obliged to protect 
| you. 
… - I kept the baby Browning in the pocket of my coat. I 
- am always rather afraid of firearms; and without actu- 
. ally believing they can go off by themselves, I have one 
- of those shadowy fears that they will. Every morning I 
= had checked the Browning to see if the safety catch 
» was still on, and sometimes in the night I would get up 
» to have another look; that was the relationship between 
- myself and the automatic. 
- I said to Jimmie, “I may need the automatic myself. 
“ In fact, I think I need it now more than you do.” 
É “Is like this,” Jimmie said. “Is not nice to have a gun 

except in the event that you understand it. Many ladies 
» do not understand what is a gun. In the event that words 
L should occur, pouff-—the lady will shoot and the gentle- 
man is killed.” 

“T ought to keep it for security. I don’t like the thought 

of Tom Wells having the key of the gun-room.” 
| “Is my intention to arrange that he should render up 
h that key.” 
- “My God!” I said. “If I give you the pistol there will 
- be another murder.” 

“No, no,” said Jimmie. “Is to go too far. Never in my 
life do I shoot to kill. I understand what is a gun. Is 
best for you to give to me my gun, then is no killing in 
the event that you make mistakes.” 

I did not miss the words “my gun”. The automatic was 
undoubtedly Jimmie’s property, and I felt, if it came to 
à that, he could easily force his gun from me. But I was 

“more impressed by the idea that I might kill Tom Wells, 
- should I be provoked to wield the automatic against him. 
À - In fact, I thought, this would be very likely, since 

» I was on edge with fear of him, and the possibility of 
5 _ what he might do in the days ahead. Seven or eight days, 
I thought, is a long time when you can kill a man in 
Jess than a second, and so complicate your life. Self- 
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defense is all very well, but two murders on de 
island . 

“Ts best,” said Jimmie, “not to have a gun if you are 
not experienced with shooting. In the course of the , 
hostilities I have had the occasion . . 

Like a fool, I went and fetched the Browning. Even a 
I handed it over I regretted it; I was insecure, and over: 
come with a feeling of distrust for Jimmie. 

I left him immediately, resolved to make a record à 
my journal of my having given him the gun, and io 
reasons why I had done so. : 

The journal was gone from its drawer. It was no-# 
where in my room. I had been altogether counting on 
it to counteract Tom Wells accusation against me. Of 
course, it contained no direct proof, but it had struck“ 
me, on reading it through, that it was not at all the sorts 
of journal that anyone would write who was gradue Y 
meditating murder. And also it contained the “dossier” 
of the murder itself, the notes of my suspicions and re-* 
flections which I had intended to hand over to the Port L- 
guese. I set particular store by my theory that Robin- 
son had discovered some blackmailing activity of Wells 
and so been silenced. 

For some reason, when I was satisfied that the blue 
exercise book was not in my room, I felt light-headed.. 
I felt carefree and reckless. I went to Robinson’s apart- 
ments and put a recording of Mozart on the gramophone, 
poured myself a drink, lit a cigarette, sat back and 
closed my eyes. Bluebell, who had sidled into the room: 
with me, leapt on to my lap and, purring loudly, started 
to pummel me with her paws, prior to nestling down. 
When the record came to an end I turned it over. 
and had some more Mozart. I had another drink. Wher 
I felt I was bored with music, I cast round for a novel 
and found that Robinson’s few novels had apparently 
been chosen for their bibliographical charms. I pulled 
out of the case a leatherbound volume of a novel, and 
opened it in the middle of a chapter. The cighteenth- 


152 


Set. mes 
7 3 ROBINSON 


century typography, with its s’s like fs, irritated me. I 
_threw it on to a nearby sofa. I put on another record, 
_poured myself another drink. I took up the book again: 


Now the agonies which affected the mind of Sophia 
rather augmented than impaired her beauty: for her 
___tears added brightnefs to her eyes, and her breafts 
_  rofe higher with her fighs. Indeed, no one hath feen 
beauty in its highest luftre, who hath never feen it 
in diftrefs. ... 


» I put it by, and settled down to the interesting thought 
of how like I was at this moment to my sister Julia. 
There is something about too much worry that brings 
out Julia in me, a temporary reaction which is typical 
of her constant behavior. Julia spends her life putting 
discs on and off her electric gramophone, switching on 
the television, switching it off, pouring herself a drink, 
» taking up a book, throwing it on a nearby sofa, lifting 
the telephone, then changing her mind. And I mused 
on other occasions of special stress when, on the other 
- hand, I was Agnes to the life. That was when I had 
… been over-excited by some event, such as a play, or a 
» letter with a surprise cheque, or a party where I had 
_chattered all night very successfully and been much 
. talked to. My hangover, perhaps a kind of protection 
against excitability, took the form of a fat-headed dom- 
- estic triviality, and I would make it a big issue to con- 
à sider how long, to the very month, the curtains had been 
in use, resolving to clean out cupboards that had not 
been touched for fifteen years, writing out timetables 
o follow, writing out my expenditure in one column, 
my income in another, adding up and glumly comparing 
hem. This would last but a few hours, but Agnes did it 
all her life. 

. While I pondered the genetic question involved in 
these self-observations, the irrelevant idea flashed upon 
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hide my journal under his mattress. 
I was almost right. The blue exercise book was under 
the counterpane at the foot of his bed. I examined : | 


tained his presence on the patio before entering h is 
room. He had been sitting out there, looking suddenly 


the gun-room hanging conspicuously round his neck 
Now, from his window, I saw the back of his head 
above the chair where he was seated, and I thought how 
utterly stupid he was. 

It was about five o’clock. I had just time to reach my 
destination and return before the mists should fall. E 
quickly cut a square piece out of Robinson’s water 
proof-the handiest thing I could find for the purpose 
and, wrapping my notebook in this to protect it from 
dampness, I set off for the secret tunnel which led from 
the cliffs at the Pomegranate Bay to the South Arm. It 
was my plan to conceal my journal near the South Am 
end of the tunnel, so that there should be no chance 
of Wells coming upon it by accident. He had never been 
to the caves, and seldom walked far beyond the 
vicinity of the house. A visit to the scene of the accident 
had been his longest venture, and he had gone there only 
to assure himself that his missing papers were not among 
the debris at the spot where he had been found. He 
had returned from this visit, complaining of exhaustion 
and clutching his ribs. $ 

I chose the Pomegranate Bay tunnel because it was 
suficiently near at hand to enable me to reach it and 
return before the fall of the mist, and yet not too near. 
The tunnel whose entrance led from the cliff just behind 
the house to the Furnace was, I felt, too nearby to be 
safe from anyone really on the hunt. And of course the 
cave on the North Arm was too far away, although E 
would gladly have hidden my book that distance from 
Tom Wells. 
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I had only got as far as the beach when I realized 
I had forgotten to bring a light, without which it was 
impossible to penetrate the tunnel. I returned as 
| auiek as possible up the mountain path. I stopped 
only to stuff my package out of sight for the time being 
in a hollow at the bole of a tree, covering it up with 
whin, and placing some small black pebbles on the path 
‘in the form of a cross, to mark the place. I saw that a 
light mist had begun to curl round the mountain. 
_ There was a powerful flashlamp about nine inches long 
in Robinson’s study; all the others were weak, the bat- 
teries running out. It usually lay on the wide window 
Jedge. 
In Robinson’s study I found Tom Wells sitting at 
the desk. i 
“Good evening,” he said. “So I murdered Robinson 
to keep him quiet?” 
“You know best,” I said. 
“Tm a blackmailer, you say?” 
” “Yes, that's what I say.” 
1 “Well” he said, “naturally youll be disappointed to 
De that l’ve destroyed your little notebook.” 
- “You haven’t stolen my journal?” I said, making fright- 
_ened eyes. 
_ “Tve bumnt it” 
+ “Bumt it! When? lve always thought blackmailers 
never destroy papers.” 
- “I bumt it a few hours ago. It made interesting read- 
- ing. Do you know what?” 
> “What” 
 “You’re going to sign my statement” He opened a 
lrawer of the desk and taking out a fair-sized revolver 
placed it before him. 
_ I said, “You won't get away with two murders.” 
. He said, “There's ways of going about a job like that, 
nd there’s ways of putting the remains out of sight.” 
“A gun makes a lot of noise on this island,” I said. 
“It echoes all over the place” 
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“OK., it makes a lot of noise. Who's going to bear, 
it?” 
“Jimmie is not deaf.” L 
“No, but he’s dumb. FI see to it that he’s dumb for 
the rest of his life. No one squeals once Tom Wells says 
theyre dumb. And as for the boy—well, Fill settle” 
with anyone that tries to make evidence of what that” 
half-wit says.” 4 
I started to retreat. He stood up. “Listen, honey. I 
don't want to do you any harm. There’s no need to get 
alarmed. You’ll sign my statement, its for your own 
good. And I just want to warn you, if theres any re- 
traction when you get back home, l’ve got my boys i 
London. They can pay you a visit. I just want you to! 
know, honey, that you’d better see my way of things.” 
“T must find Jimmie,” I said, backing slowly out of 
the door. . 
“Naturally,” he said, “of course. By all means talk it" 
over with the boy friend. Hes got the right slant, hell 
tell you the same as l’ve done.” 
I was half- -way out of the doorway when he said. 
“You’ll find him in the cellar. l’ve put him to crating* 
the wines and liquor ready to take away. No use leaving 
that good stuff on the island.” 
“Then J'Il need the torch,” I said. | 
“That's right,” he said. He lifted the flashlamp off the 
window ledge and handed it to me. “Don't break your. 
neck down the steps, we don't want two corpses. Go 
and talk to Jimmie, dear.” 
I slipped out by way of the storehouse, and made | 
my way through the film of blue rising vapor down the“. 
mountain path again and, retrieving my parcel, con-*. 
tinued my way along the beach to the aperture in the 
cliff which concealed the mouth of the tunnel. 


I coughed my way through the sulphurous dust, my 
cough echoing on the walls of the cave, as if there were | 
three or four people ahead of me, three or four behin d. 


156 


ROBINSON 


Twice I slipped on the slimy weeds, once scraping my 
- elbow badly, but hardly noticing it in my efforts to make 
progress. My flashlamp cast a red glare in the volcanic 
dust. Ï came to that part of the tunnel where it dwindled 
to a hole, and I was obliged to crawl along the muddy 
floor with the parcel between my teeth. At last the 
cave widened, but it was low; I was forced to stoop 
-and clutch the jutting shelves to assist my advance. It 
was here I looked for a suitable hiding-place for the 
journal, feeling with my hand the top surfaces of the 
protruding shelves, hoping to come across a flat rest. 
None of them had sufficient surface to retain my flat 
parcel, but running my hand over the upper face of a 
ledge I found that it fell back into a hole in the rock. I 
had to bend the parcel to squeeze it in. 

My next plan was to return to the house, avoiding 
Wells if possible, and find Jimmie. If this could be 


done before Wells discovered the disappearance of the 
journal it might be possible for us, supported by the 
- Browning, to take Wells by surprise and place him under 
arest 

It seemed the wisest course to turn and retrace my 
journey through the tunnel to the beach, since by this 


route there would be less chance of my being over- 
come by the mist than if I emerged higher up on the 
South Arm. I still hesitated to return through the tunnel, 
for I was quite near to the South Arm door and I felt a 
‘suffocating desire for open air. However, I crouched 
under the shelf where my journal lay concealed, and 
gathered up my strength for the return journey through 
the caves. What I hated most in anticipation was the 
ew yards of crawling. After a few minutes I set off, 
oping and clutching at the rocky protuberances; and 
when the tunnel closed in to the dimensions of a tube, I 
ïcrawled through as quickly as possible. The moment I 
emerged into the wider walls I had a fit of coughing. My 
‘cough echoed around me and, as it seemed, a short dis- 
mce ahead. My cough subsided a little but the echoes 
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onds; and hearing a choking cough approach me, I kne w 
it was not an echo. At that moment I saw the light of 4 


the way I had come. His voice, spluttered with coughs, 
followed me: “Dont move or FlIl shoot. Dont move 
there” The cave coughed and echoed his words: 
“Don't move there. There, there, there.” I put out my 
torch and, crouching low, I pressed sideways against 
the wall. His flashlamp found me as he approached. H 
held it in his left hand, while his right hand was pos 
as I thought, with the pistol. 

“Where’s that book?” 

“What book?” 

“Your diary.” 

“You burnt it. You told me so.” 

My eye was on his right hand. By the dim light of 
his weak torch I saw that he was holding a knife, not à 
revolver. 

‘T took your tip,” he said. “Guns make too much noise.” 

I flashed on my light. He blinked, and while he did 
so I bashed the flashlamp hard into the pit of his 
stomach. He cried, slipped and fell backwards. £ 

I crawled back through the terrible hole, emerging 
to stumble along towards the air, clutching carelessly 
at rock ledges, so that my hands and arms were torn: 
When at last I came out of the cave the mist had fallen. 
I took refuge in a shallow crater, and lay there for about 
twenty minutes, not caring that the mist was pouring 
over me. Presently I pulled myself stiffly out of the crater 
and made my way to the deserted mill. There I spent 
the night, for the fog was too thick to permit my findin 
my way to the house. I spent most of the night listenin 
fitfully for a sound and watching the dense air fearfully 
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: Re the broken windows. Eventually I fell asleep on the 
_ soaking floor. 
3 It must have been about six in the morning when I 
- heard a sound. The mist was unfurling and the sun had 
 risen. Light footsteps came round from the back of the 
_house. I was getting ready to run for it when Miguel 
_appeared. 
r He said, “Mr. Tom has got a bad cold. He got lost 
- in the mist. He fell and hurt his head.” 
_ “Ts he in the house?” 
… “Yes. He came home this morning early. He fell and 
… hurt himself” 
“What are you doing here?” 
_ “I came to look for you. Jimmie has been to the 
Furnace to look for you.” 
“Is Jimmie at home now?” 
“Yes. He’s looking after Mr. Tom. Mr. Tom is sitting 
_ out in the sun with his feet up.” 
“You are sure Jimmie is in the house?” 
“Naturally,” said Miguel in the accents of his idol. 
._ “Al right, l’Il come with you.” 
- He made to set off in the direction of the tunnel. 

-_ “No,” I said, “Td rather not go home that way.” 
“Its quicker,” said Miguel. 
. “This way’s nice,” I said. 
. _“Ilike that way,” said Miguel. 
. “You go that way,” I said, “and TI go this.” 
. But he decided to accompany me, and on the way he 


4 night he had taken a walk. “And I showed him,” 
aid Miguel, “the secret tunnel at the beach, and he went 
a all by himself, But afterwards he got lost in the mist.” 
À Jimmie was in the kitchen, mixing rum with hot water 


… said, “At the mill” 
“You lose your way?” said Jimmie. “We are in great 
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desolation that you are endangered last night from the 
mist.” 
“Wells came after me with a knife,” I said. 
“Ts not sol” said Jimmie. 
“Its true,” I said. “T believe he would have killed 
me if I hadn’t pushed him over and got away.” 
I sat down and started to cry. 
Jimmie said, “Is to go too far. I am a man of patience 
but is to go too far. I attend to this Wells for you.” 
He tasted the rum posset and seemed to approve of" 
it. Then he carried it out to the patio where Tom Wells | 
was sitting in the sun, nursing himself among a lot of 
garments. I stood by the door and watched him take the 
drink over to Wells. He threw the drink in Wells face.- 
Then he took from his pocket the baby Browning and. 
pointed it at Wells head. ; 
“Jimmiel” I shouted. “Dont shoot at his head!” 
He pressed the trigger. Nothing happened, not even. 
a click. He pressed the trigger again and again, looking” 
angrily at the gun, giving no attention to its aim 
Wells so far overcame his surprise as to throw off 
the coats in which he was swaddled. The rum was still 
running down his face when he saw that Jimmie’s pistol 
was not working. He swiped at Jimmie and got him 
above the eye. Jimmie threw down the pistol and hit 
him back; it was a dreadful thud on the mouth, and” 
blood began to run down Wells shirt. I wish I kmew 
the technical terms for fights; for, thinking it over after- 
wards, this between Wells and Jimmie seemed to me. 
rather professional. Jimmie hit fast, one hand after the. 
other. Wells was slow, but more powerful. I retrieved 
the automatic from the ground. I think I had the feel 
ing that the violence might set it off. I glanced at it, 
and saw that the safety catch was still on. 
Wells had been knocked over. He rose, shook hi 
head violently and faced Jimmie again, in readiness.. 
Jimmie was beginning to look glaze-eyed and exhausted! 
when Miguel came running on to the patio with a ve 34 
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strange look. He seemed not to notice the fight, and 
ran up to the two breathless heaving men. 

“Out of the way, boy,” said Wells. 

But Miguel was already tugging his arm, and Wells 
seemed glad of the pause. 

“Whats the matter, child?” he said, 

… Miguel's eyes were round and startled. 

- “Robinson is looking at the memorial” he said. 
“Whats that you say?” said Wells. 

_ “What is?” said Jimmie. 

Miguel pointed towards the mustard field. Even from 
my place by the door I could see a man's figure stoop- 
ing, with his hands on his knees, to read the words on 
 Robinson’s memorial. He straightened up and started 
walking slowly up to the house. Thinner and more 
weary than before, he was none the less unmistakably 


Robinson, 
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: 5e had to take the bottles out of the crates 
where they were stacked in the storehouse for shipment 
All the bottles went back into the cellar. Slowly, and b 
request, Tom Wells rendered up the key of the armory 
three boxes of cigars, two shirts, a camera, the Shorter 
Oxford English Dictionary, a pair of ormolu vases, a 
Bible, and other surprising objects which lay in the 
packing case he had prepared to take away with him. 
All that week Robinson went about inquiring after his 
goods: where was this and that? And he sat in his study 
like a potentate receiving tribute as his possessions € ne 
flowing back to him. Jimmie gave back the will. I 
Robinson’s fat fountain pen. He asked for that, of co 
He did not appear at all to see why he should explain 
his disappearance. As soon as I realized that he had gone 
by his own choice, my fury rose. 
“You might have thought of Miguel. It was a mea 1 
trick to play on Miguel. It made him ill,” I said, Be 
or perhaps four times during our last week on the is 
land. 
Robinson would sigh. “One can only act according to 
ones capacity,” or “Miguel is to go to school in 
case. He has to leave me. It will be less die It 
now.” 4 
Once he said, “Yours is, of course, the obvious viev V. 
Well, my actions are beyond the obvious range. 
surely needs only that you should realize this, not t 
you should understand my actions.” 
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I replied, “T chucked the antinomian pose when I 

. was twenty. There's no such thing as a private morality.” 

P “Not for you. But for me, living on an island-I have 

a system.” 

. On another occasion he said, “Normally, my life is 

- regulated, it is a system. It was disrupted by your ar- 

rival” 

“Any system, I said, “which doesn't allow for the un- 

É expected and the unwelcome is a rotten one.” 

 AÂt last he said, “Things mount up inside one, and 

_ then one has to perpetrate an outrage.” 

- Owing to the strangeness of our predicament, the 

- touchiness of our minds, the qualities of the island and 

 perhaps the shock of our plane accident, we did not for 

_ a moment suspect what had really happened. The blood 

. was lying about everywhere. Our minds were on the 
blood. 

Of course the main reason he did these things was 
that he simply could not stand us. We had intruded on 
- his privacy and he did not like it. He didn't like us. 
- Perhaps we were fairly insufferable, 

- When I think of Robinson now, I think of him as a 
- selfish but well-meaning eccentric, but during our last 
week on the island I felt violently against him: one, 
| because he went about with a lofty air; two, as a re- 
- action against my romantic conception of him when I 
had thought him dead; and, three, because I had caught 
_a heavy cold on the night I had spent in the old mill. 
1 thought, noble heretic indeed. But really, after all, it 
was his island, and he probably, at the start, had saved 
É” lives. 


Tom Wells, with his face and eyes bruised from the 
D took to bed the day Robinson returned, and stayed 
- there all week. Robinson attempted to commission me to 
D after him. I refused. “He might catch my cold.” 
- “Is humorous,” Jimmie pointed out. 

- Robinson showed little interest when Jimmie and I 
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gave him a graphic account of our ordeals. Our storÿ 
was illustrated by.Jimmie’s black eye and my hands: 
which had been cut and scratched in the tunnel. 
Robinson said, “It was only to be expected.” 
Once he said to me, “Wells is complaining of stoms 
ach trouble through living on tinned food. That's your 
fault for depriving him of wildfowl and rabbit. You 
ought not to have locked up the guns.” 
I said, “We caught some fish.” 4 
He said, “That's insufficient diet for a man like Wellsa 
He would never have stirred himself to go shootini 
game.” 
“Jimmie might have done so.” 
“Jimmie knows nothing about guns.” KE ‘ 
Then I noticed that Robinson was laughing sise FO 
himself, 
“Tom Wells nearly killed me,” I said. É: 
“That would not have been serious for you,” he said 
“You’ve got to die some time.” 
I felt there was a flaw in this argument, but bec 
of my cold in the head I simply could not think how 
to refute it with dignity on the spot. Instead, I took 
another line: “It would have been serious for Wells.” 
“Yes, it would have been serious for Wells,” he sa id 
“And for me too,” I said then, “for Im not ready td 
die yet.” 
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Robinson would not be drawn into telling vos 
had concealed himself. When Jimmie told him of ou 
long search, he assumed the air of a triumphant school - 
mistress. 

Bit by bit we got the story out of Miguel, whose mai n: 
ner With Robinson was now rather restrained, and 
whom Robinson, in the hope of regaining his confidence 
had given an account of his late whereabouts. 

À few weeks before his disappearance he had planne 
to leave us; he began to lay up stores for himself in 
old smugglers’ store-house, of which he had told us, thé 
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cave called The Market. The last of these stores were 
-conveyed from the house at the time when, some of 
our food having gone bad, he and Jimmie had made up 
packages for the Furnace. He managed to bamboozle 
. Jimmie, which did not surprise me, and got some good 
stores away without suspicion. 
The Market, lying among the sheer clifs on the west 
: coast of the South Arm, was quite inaccessible from the 
island. 
… “Have you ever seen The Market?” I asked Miguel. 
_ “No, naturally” 
“How did Robinson get there with all his stores?” 
“He took the little boat.” 
A few days before Robinson’s disappearance he had 
been mending this boat with the aid of Jimmie. 
“Did Robinson often go to The Market in the boat?” 
“No, naturally. Its dangerous among the rocks, with a 
little boat.” 
“I think I want my head examined,” Jimmie said, “as 
I have assisted Robinson to mend this boat.” 
“Yes,” I said, “why didn't we think of the boat?” 
“We were taking thought for the blood,” Jimmie said. 
. It was the blood which gave me to think of the well 
-of darkness in Robinson’s character. Of course, it was 
amusing in a sense, his having led the goat to the 
mountain, fired the shot for all to hear, without shoot- 
ing the goat. He cut its throat a few days later in the 
mustard field, during the night of the second of July, 
had soaked in its blood everything he could lay hands 
on, and, dragging the carcass to the Furnace, had scat- 
-tered the bloody evidence all along the path. I pictured 
how he had plastered goats blood over our clothes, care- 
‘fully omitting those of Tom Wells and Miguel, I could 
not deny the comic element, at the same time as I could 
not help thinking, there is something vicious in him. 
What urged him to make such a display of blood? Why? 
What bloody delight was satisfied? 
: Once, in my presence, lan Brodie telephoned to 
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Curly Lonsdale to tell him, confidentially, that Julia h had 
cancer of the womb. I knew that Julia had been ra he e) 
unwell, but this was the first I had heard of cancer. | 
gasped, and looked at Agnes. She was sitting fatly im 
the chair, giggling quietly to herself. Agnes always 
abetted her husband in his practical jokes, as uncon 
scious of her motives in this as she was in her habit ol 
giving Jan for birthdays and Christmas photographic 
books of “art studies”’—that is, representations of nude 
girls, and making no secret of it, for wasn't it art 
“Nothing much,” lan Brodie said into the tlepesss | 
“to worry about, only cancer of the womb.” I thought 
“Whats Julia to him? What cancer of the soul is vent æe | 
itselfr” 
AIl through that week Jimmie continued to press gar- 
rulously upon Robinson the details of what had occunt = 
during his absence. Robinson would usually reply, “It 
was only to be expected.” I found this phrase unendu 
able with its implication that he had foreseen all he 
consequences of his action to the last detail, and that he 
more or less held the wires that made us move. 
Towards the end of the week I said to Robinson, “ 
believe Tom Wells is a professional blackmailer” 
“You are full of suspicions,” he said. A 
“What about his trying to blackmail Jimmie and me?” ? 
said. 
“That does not prove him a professional.” 
‘I think those documents he missed from his bag 
were to do with blackmail.” 
“In fact” said Robinson, “they were obscene photo D- 
graphs. I burnt them.” 
“He's a criminal type,” I said. | 
“You are full of suspicions. You thought he HE ru = 
dered me, and you were wrong.” L 
“Not far wrong. He tried to kill me.” +4 
“It was only to be expected.” ; 
I turned on him. I said, “What do you mean, it wa IS 
only to be expected?” 
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1 He sighed, and I could have thrown something at 
him for it. 
“Generally” he said, “people act in this way. Human 
i es does not vary much. Itowas to be expected that 
a man like Wells would turn a situation to his own in- 
-terests. It was to be expected that a woman like you 
would, in the circumstances, withdraw very rapidly 
* from a man like Jimmie” 
“That was the reason!” I said. 

_ He looked troubled. “What reason for what?” 
: “Your reason for arranging this farce—it was to sep- 
_ arate Jimmie and me. You need not have bothered, I'm 
quite capable of judging for myself ——” 

. “I don't want you to think—I mean, you never know 
_ where these things may lead.” 
“It would never do,” I said, “to keep a disorderly 
island.” 
He said, “I don’t want you to think that I had nothing 
else in mind but your relationship with Jimmie when I 
_ decided to leave. Motives are seldom simple. I find no 
call upon me to go into my motives. Of course, you are 
ne It is only to be expected.” 
. I said, “T have taught the child the rosary.” 
_ He said, “I didn't think you would do that” 
I said, “It was only to be expected. I made a very 
nice rOSary for him from the amber beads among the 
_salvage.” 
_ “The salvage is not your property,” he said helplessly. 
; à. “There was no one to guard the salvage and 50 I 
belped myself. It was only to be——” 

“Miguel s religion was not your business” he said. 
#1 - “True,” I said, “it was yours. But I charge no fee” 
» «Did you do this to revenge yourself in some way? 
What exactly was your reason? That you wanted to gain 
influence over the boy? Was it to feed your possessive 
instincts? Some unconscious urge? Was it——? 
- ‘I see no call to tear myself to bits over motives,” I 
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said. “They are never simple. I am happy to say De ve. 
taught the child the rosary. & 

“What else have you taught him? Have you put som 
thing against me into his mind? He has been stre 
with me since my return.” 

“You are full of suspicions, ? I said. 

“Miguel is not the same,” he said. 

“If you choose to depart in a sudden Shoes of blood d, 
leaving him with strangers, he will of course have re: 
ervations on your return. It is only to be opeeted” 

“He will forget the rosary,” said Robinson, “in time 

I said, “He wants to go to a Catholic school.” À 
ne Have been really hostile to my intentions,” Rob- 
inson said. Fr 

“In fact,” I said, “it was Jimmie who put the idea into 
his head.” This was true. Often, in the course of enter- 
taining Miguel with stories about his schooldays in a 
priory, Jimmy had advised, “Is best to go to a Catholic 
school. Is more strict and terrible than any other, and 
in consequence is more delight and joy to infringe ne 
rules.” 

‘T shall be glad,” said Robinson, “to see the pome - 
granate boat.” 


É 
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On the late afternoon of Sunday, the eighth of August, 
the pomegranate men spilt ashore. It was strange to se 
so many people, to hear so many voices, and all talking 
at once. They were highly intrigued and puzzled by 
the memorial, which Robinson had refused to let Jim mmie 
dismantle. 

I had vaguely imagined that the pomegranate boat 
would take us aboard and set off with us. Instead, they 
sent wireless messages, and early next morning He 
planes circled the island, dipped low, and disap- 
peared. Another plane arrived. Robinson sent up his kite 
from the flat pastureland of the West Leg, and there, as 
the plane made to land, Robinson drew it in again, like 
a fluttering red bird coming wearily to roost. 
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d ia me, “I Lee we’re going to let bygones be ie 
” I stooped to stroke the cat. 

y “journal, which Miguel had retrieved from the tun- 
nel and which was still wrapped in the piece of Robin- 
waterproof, was my only luggage. 

ore we left, Robinson asked me if I would like 
1ke the cat home with me. I half thought this was an 
ic question, since Bluebell now took hardly any no- 
> of Robinson. But he went on to explain that he 
uld be leaving the island for a few weeks with the 
ymegranate boat, in order to take Miguel to school. He 


Pdidn’t mind waiting for the period of quarantine. 
le also gave me a print of the photograph of the 
am gushing from the cactus, which he had taken on 
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of my attention; then, embarrassed by a sudden recolle 
tion, tucked it away under her arm. It was my 1 


sale,” said Agnes. 

Curly's car splashed through the downpour, carrying 
us from the airport. “Take it from me, she doesn't want 
to talk business now,” said Curly. * 0 

I sat between Brian and Julia at the back. Julia whi - 
pered, “We would have had a lot of business troubl 
with your affairs. l've had a lot of trouble with Agn 
It was foolish of you to die intestate. You’d better mal 
a will in case it happens again.” < 

Brian fairly rocked. 

“Whats the joke back there?” said Curly. 

J said, “Julia wants me to make a will” 

“So you should,” said Agnes. ca 

“In the name of God,” said Curly, “can't you tall 
about something more cheerfulP This is an occasio: 
its an occasion.” 


Tom Wells gave the exclusive story to a Sunday paper 
the following week, whether in his own words or not 
makes little difference. 

What's it like to be an island castaway? To 230 
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gony of loneliness, knowing that the folks at home 

_ have given up hope? 

- 
LS À Family Man. 
_ Mind you, it was hard work to keep alive. It was 
a constant contest with Nature and Death. . .. My 
_ one thought was for my wife. . . . Jan was the 
_ only woman among us three men, and naturally 
there might have been some awkward situations. 
à Im a family man myself. But I saw to it from the 
_ start that the strictest proprieties were observed. 
Nights, it was oh so lonely ..… 


PE True Comradeship 

_  Those three months were stark, grim, challenging, 
_ but I wouldn’t have missed them for worlds. I 
_ never knew what true comradeship was till I lived 
on that island. Everyone pulled his or her 
_ weight... 


VA That Lucky Charm. . .. 

- I happened to have on me a lucky charm, just a 
_tiny metal object of ancient Druid design. Its my 
- firm conviction that 1 owe it to that lucky 


We never had a moments disagreement. . .. 
. Of course, it was a strain on Jan’s nerves, but 


Would that I were, I thought, and I would hurl my- 
f at his fat head. 

| was staying with Julia and Curly until my house 
ould be put to rights again. I wondered how ever I 
uld have thought of Tom Wells bearing any likeness to 
Cu ly. And the facial resemblance now seemed to me 
erficial-Curly had a way of opening out his face 
ctantly to the world, which might be difficult to 
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live with all the time, but differed from Tom Wells 
open-mouthed regard, so like that of a dew-lapped dos 
forever wanting a drink. F. 

“I suppose youll want to sleep late in the mors 
ings?” Julia had inquired dolefully. 

“Naturally, naturally” said Curly. “After what she s 
‘been through she’s got to take it easy.” 

And when he padded upstairs with my breakfast tray 
every morning, and when I heard his voice at the stree 
_ door discouraging the reporters with terse unprintable 
phrases, I thought him the kindest of all my relatives. 


“Alas, is never that I have luck with the English 
ladies,” Jimmie had said while we waïited for our sep 
arate planes in the hotel in Lisbon. “In the time of the 
end of the hostilities I have fallen in love with an Eng 
lish lady who is driving the car of a colonel in France. 
This lady is of noble blood, and she has declared to 
me, ‘T am not yet old enough to marry without the per- 
mission of my pa, but I go on leave to my home and I 
tell of you to pa. Mayhaps he should desire to meet 
you, and lol he shall permit the marriage” Now I say to 
this lady, ‘What is about the ma?” and she has replied 
‘Ma has married to another; is necessary only to fix 
pa. Alas, then this lady departs to England, and she is 
writing to me most woeful because the faulty old pa 
has the plan for his daughter to marry a great lord or 
mayhaps an American. Then lo! I have a visitor. Is the 
brother of my lady love, a captain of the English Army. 
He has declared to me, ‘Behold, is five hundred pounds, 
and you bloody well lay off the airies 3 

Jimmie sat back in his chair and despondently sipped 
his brandy and soda. “Is never any luck with Engliss A 
girls. Is my destiny,” he concluded. 

“What happened about this girl? Did you see her 
again?” 


ne From that day I cease to write letters to tha 
ady. 
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4 <Did you refuse the five hundred?” 

. “No, no; on the contrary, I settle for six hundred . - 

. This cash is necessary for my expenses along about 

at time.” 

. “Many a man,” I said admiringly, “would have taken 
e money and the girl.” 

- “Ts to go too far. I am a man of honor,” said Jimmie, 


wherefore is mayhaps the reason that I do not have 
uck with English ladies.” 


“I should think,” said lan Brodie, “you were in your 
element with three men dancing round you, and no 
ñ ther woman around.” 
… “It was delightful,” I said. 
“Nice chaps, were they?” 

_ “Charming.” 
à “This Robinson seems a peculiar sort, living like that 
on an island. I dont like the sound of him.” 
_ “He was delightful,” I said. 
2 “Oh, was he?” 
| “Yes, charming.” 
du “There was a young boy. Supposed to be adopted.” 
_ Yes, charming.” 
“It must have been awkward, all living together like 
Éhat.” 
_ “It was delightful” I said, “it was charming.” 
“Well” he said, “its rather embarrassing for me, you 
vw, when people ask what happened.” 
Don't they read the papers?” 
“There's always a lot more behind these things—peo- 
le want to know what really happened.” 
Oh, it was really, tell them, all delightful and charm- 


Vhat I can’t understand is why Brian preferred to 
stay with the Lonsdales. . 


radually most of my possessions were returned to 
_Sometimes I wonder what happened to my six pairs 
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of nylons. Agnes returned two pairs of gloves. Ian 
Brodie had already sold some of my books. 


six Months After the first two lessons her memory of 
ping-pong returned. By this time I was once more set" 
tled in Chelsea. 

One day, when Brian was telling me how news 
the plane crash had arrived, and how, after a week, we 
were despaired of, he remarked, with his slightly alarm 
ing sophistication, “Its difficult for the young, those 
without experience of life, to realize death.” à 


In the autumn of 1955 I read, under the title “Island! 
Man in Dock”, the case of Tom Wells which was heard 
at the Old Baïley. He was described as the director of 
Luck Unlimited Ltd., a firm of wholesalers dealing in 
lucky charms and medals, and as proprietor of the 
monthly magazine Your Future. Charged with uttering 
letters of blackmail against an unnamed couple, he 
pleaded guilty, and asked for twenty-three other charges 
to be taken into consideration. Plus two more, I thought: 

The defending counsel recalled that Mr. Wells had 
undergone a severe nervous strain after a plane crash 
in which he had sustained serious injuries, and was sub- 
sequently exiled on a desert island, where, for three 
months, he endured pain, hunger and thirst. Mr. Wells 
hüsiness affairs had suffered a severe set-back during 
his absence and since his return he had also had do- 
mestic troubles. Throughout the past twenty years, and 
in the course of his editorship of Your Future, involving 
a large correspondence of an intimate nature, Mr. Wells 
had given valuable advice and brought comfort to many 
thousands. Bearing these factors in mind, it was hoped 
that a lenient view would be taken of Mr. Wells’s having 
yielded to the more than usual temptations with whick 
his work presented him. 

The prosecution said it was one of the nastiest cases 
ever to come before those courts. “In any sense—nast 
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% Ex a period of ten years—stretching back, that was, to 
a period long preceding his escape from the plane dis- 
ter—the accused had been extorting money from men 


their most cherished secrets, the deepest anguish of their 
souls, to Wells. Operating under the name of Dr. Benig- 


| cretary charged with aiding and do. and a man, 
id to be in the pay of Wells, charged with trespassing 
with intent to intimidate, got three and five years re- 
spectively. 

ea supposed that only Miguel would be sorry. 


; Le RE paper that the island was sinking. 
| ER binsou”, the tiny man-shaped Atlantic island 
_ owned by the recluse Mr. M. M. Robinson, is sink- 
_ ing, say experts. 

_ Within three years, it is estimated, the topmost 
. Leds of the 3,000-ft. mountain will disappear under 


CPE Bret and a strip of white beach on the south coast, 
which was the pride of the island, is now under 
à ter. The event is explained by volcanic action. 
: 2 Mr. Robinson is already making plans for evacua- 


Be. It will be recalled that a plane bound for the 


 Azores crashed on “Robinson” in May 1954, the 
4 survivors of which . 


_ In a sense I had already come to think of the island 
s a place of the mind. I opened up once more the blue 
xercise book wrapped in the square from Robinson’s 
terproof, still smelling so of sulphur that for a mo- 
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ment Î was crawling again in the cave with the parcel 
between my teeth. 
It is now, indeed, an apocryphal island. It may be 


_tion in the waters of memory; it may be a truth of 
mind. 

From time to time since I read this news I have pic- 
tured Robinson wearily moving his possessions on to. 
some boat bound for some other isolation. I have 
thought greedily of the books. And of Miguel, wonder- 
ing if they think him backward at his school in Lisbon. 

And now, perhaps it is because the island is passing | 
out of sight that it rises so high in my thoughts. Even. 
while the journal brings before me the events of which 
I have written, they are transformed, there is undoubt- 
edly a sea-change, so that the island resembles a locality. 
of childhood, both dangerous and lyrical. I have impres- 
sions of the island of which I have not told you, and 
could not entirely if I had a hundred tongues—the mus- 
tard field staring at me with its yellow eye, the blue 
and green lake seeing in me a hard turquoise stone 
the goats blood observing me red, guilty, all red. And 
sometimes when I am walking down the King's Road or. 
sipping my espresso in the morning—feeling, not old. 
exactly, but fusty and adult—and chance to remember 
the island, immediately all things are possible. 


& 


THE END 
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_ is a novel so original and startling that it 
alters the reader's perspective. It has the 
Wild sanity and macabre hilarity of CATCH 
22, the electric shock of LOLITA, the teas- 
ing, intellectual provocation of LORD OF 
THE FLIES. It is a blood-stained murder 
mystery, an acid-etched look into the con- 
tortions of the human psyche, a love story, 
a diabolically amusing satire, horrifying, 
funny and utterly unforgettable. 
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is one of the striking talents of our time. 
Her work has been hailed by Evelyn Waugh 
John Updike, Graham Greene and by even 
major review organ on both sides of tt 

Atlantic. Samples of their enthusiastiO 
_ praise appear on the first page of this bool 
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